EDITORIAL 


Sleeping  with  the  Enemy 


1  don'l  know  much,  I  know 
a  lilile  about  everything,  a  lot  about 
some  things  and  not  nearly  as  much 
as  I'd  like  lo  know  about  Keanu 
Reeves.  Such  is  my  lot  in  life.  These 
arc  the  sad  realities  I  must  face  each 
and  every  morning  as  I  roll  out  of 
bed  and  into  the  Herald  office. 

It  may  seem  to  you  that 
knowing  a  little  about  everything  is 
enough.  Jack  of  all  trades;  master  of 
none.  (Jill  of  all  trades;  master  of 
none?)  However,  1  have  a  responsi- 
bility. Thai  responsibility  is  to  bring 
the  news  to  the  people,  to  inform,  to 
educate,  to  beat  people  over  ihe  head 
with  a  two  by  four  until  they  get  the 
message  into  there  thick  skulls. 
Actually,  that's  not  really  true.  We 
resolved  that  issue  last  month  when 
1  revealed  to  the  flabbergasted  mil- 
lions that  the  Innis  Herald  is  not  a 
newspaper,  and  henceforth  1  have 
noobligaiion  10  publish  any  news  or 
sub-slaniiatedfactuality  whatsoever. 
This  is  to  me  a  pacifying  concept. 

Withersoever  and  be  that  as 
i(  may.  in  order  lo  publish  some- 
thing, that  is  to  say,  lo  gel  those 
ideas  and  glittering  morsels  of  wis- 
dom out  of  your  heads  and  onto  the 


printed  page,  in  other  words,  to  make 
that  piece  of  art,  journalism,  litera- 
ture or  some  kind  of  permutation/ 
combination  thereof,  accessible  lo 
the  general  public,  one  musi  rely  on 
Ihe  kindness  of  strangers.  The  strang- 
ers in  this  case,  that  is  to  say  this 
issue  of  the  Innis  Herald,  in  other 
words,  these  very  pages  which  you 
are  now  holding  in  yoursweaty  little 
hands,  consisted  ofa  carefully  cho- 
sen fusion  of  friends,  relations  and 
members  of  the  Varsity  Staff. 

Horror  upon  horrors. 

Could  this  editorial  be  a 
defense  of  that  most  abhorrent  source 
of  embarrassmenl  to  every  man, 
women,  and  child  who  ever  walked 
the  gilded  paths  of  iruth  and  knowl- 
edge? Is  it  possible  thai  !  might 
proceed  to  praise  that  haied  alba- 
tross which  hangs  so  precariously 
around  our  collective  student  neck? 
Would  I  be  able  lo  hold  my  head 
high  around  campus  in  general  and 
Innis  in  particular,  if  I  were  to  try 
and  juslify  the  heinously  P,C.  be- 
haviour of  those  odious  individuals 
who  hide  behind  a  flimsy,  paltry  no 
good  very  bad  newspaper  we  call 
the  Varsity? 


No.  In  truth  I  find  the  Varsity  gels 
just  a  little  too  far  under  my  lily 
white  skin  to  please  me.  But  in  ail 
honesty  -  do  you  read  the  Varsity?  I 
mean  do  you  actually  read  il?  I  don't 
for  the  most  part,  bul  then  I'm  not  a 
very  strong  reader,  as  Mr  Populos. 
my  grade  three  teacher  used  to  say. 

The  poinl  is  -  every  once  in 
a  while  there  is  something  appre- 
ciable to  be  read  in  the  Varsity. 
Every  once  ina  while  thereisapoint 
being  made  that  I  agree  with  and  I 
feel  is  worthy  of  my  allention.  Every 
once  in  a  while  my  ears  pop  even 
though  I'm  not  in  an  elevator  or  on 
a  subway  going  very  fasl. 

To  conclude;  Hatred  takes 
up  a  lot  of  mindspace.  (I  believe  ihe 
figure  is  somewhere  in  the  fifties,  if 
you  can  believe  il.)  So,  for  example, 
if  you  hate  ihe  Herald  keep  it  to 
yourself.  Or  belter  yet  write  some- 
thing that  you  think  is  good  and  then 
you  woni  hate  ilasmuch.  And  if  you 
hate  Ihe  Varsity,  you're  noi  alone. 
Bul  as  Mr  Populos  used  lo  say,  if 
you  can't  lick  'em.  you  don't  have 
to  hit  them  over  the  head  with  a 
shovel. 
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LETTERS 


IVAN  FREE  -  BUT 
BUMMED 


Dear  Edoior, 

Holy  Smoke!  No  sooner  1 
get  out  of  Soviet  Union  of  Soviet 
Socialist  Union  of  Republic  than 
there  is  no  Soviet  Socialist  Union  of 
Socialist  United  Soviet  Union.  So  I 
get  letter  from  Jim  Shedden  saying 
he  is  still  undergrad  but  no  edoior  no 
more!  Wow!  Upheaval  in  your  faces 
or  what!  No  wondernobagof  right- 
eous Colombian  red  from  Fuzz.  Fuzz 
no  work  at  no  Innis  no  more!  Innis 
Pub  maybe  going  to  close  down 
despite  quality  location!  And  who 
be  left?  Innis  squirrels!  I  warn  and 
warn  to  know  a  veil  and  look  what 
happen!  John  Browne  disappear  on 
"sabbatical"!  Hah!  John  Browne  last 
year  was  secretly  Innis  squirrel 
plotting  todesiroy  pub.  Here  is  Innis 
squirrel  darker  plan: 

1.  Replace  John  Browne 
with  Innis  squirrel. 

2.  Give  Fuzz  fancy  job  at 
Devo  to  gel  out  of  way. 

3.  Hire  Innis  squirrel  as  Pub 
Manager. 

4.  Say  "No  Smoking"  at 
Innis  Pub. 

4b.  Send  "John  Browne" 
(hah!)  on  "sabbatical". 

5.  Lose  all  cuslomerregu- 
lar  who  were  smokers  at  pub  who 
spent  money  and  hang  around  play- 
ing cards  and  buying  things  (and 
smoking). 

6.  Squirrel  manager  says 
"Hey,nocustomers.nomoney,raise 
prices!"  (The  squirrels  call  "sound 
fiscal  policy".) 

7.  Even  less  people  come 
to  pub  to  pay  dollar  for  can  of  Coke 
they  can  get  at  Becker  for  80  cents. 

8.  Wring  paws  at  how  Pub 
not  making  money.  (When  squirrels 
know  was  careful  ly  designed  plot  to 
destroy  pub  so  promotion  to  upper 
echelons  of  Simcoe  Hall  can  hap- 
pen for  squirrels  and  U.  of  T.  can  be 
squirrel  administered.) 

9.  Close  pub.  (Goodbye 
cheap  beer,  rock  n'roll  and  meal 
pally  with  green  dye.) 

10.  Bring  in  outside  people 
to  serve  food  and  sell  drinks  for 
same  price  as  now. 

1 1 .  Pat  self  on  fuzzy  back 
with  paw. 

12.  Go  crazy  on  Innis  Green 
chasing  each  other  and  spread  evil. 
You  laugh,  but  after  ten  years  in 
Moscow,  your  Moscow  correspon- 
dent know  bureaucratic  corruption 
when  look  at  it.  This  make  five  year 
plan  look  like  long  term  indemnity 
plan  with  option  galore! 

You  want  keep  pub  open? 
Hah!  Innis  student  don't  give  damns. 
And  soon  be  eating  Mcburger  and 
all  non-smoker  vegetarian  who  turn 
Innis  Pub  into  desert  wasteland  be 
bitchin  about  that  thing!  And  Innis 
squirrel  be  laughing  all  way  to  tax 
bank  cushy  job  nest  in  tree  when 
real  John  Browne  get  back  and  for 
sale  sign  on  pub  door.  No  more 
small  milk  for  him!  (Where  new 
residence  gonna  eat?  Hah!  Varsity 
Restaurant  or  New  College.)  Re- 
member motto  of  Innis  squirrel: 
Never  plan  ahead  or  might  do  some- 
thing right.  And  store  nuts  in  fall. 

yours  in  new  sporlcoal, 

Ivan  Czegledy 


and  rejecting  the  myths  that  the 
White  Male  System  has  set  up  for  us 
all.  It's  very  cool  lo  see  a  white  male 
question  the  system  that  ultimately 
is  designed  to  work  for  him  only  if 
he  chooses  to  play  the  performance 
game  of  success,  of  knowing  every- 
thing (oral  least  acting  like  he  does) 
and  being  superior  to  anyone  who  is 
not  while  and  male. 

Women's  Reality  by  Anne 
Wilson  Schaef  is  a  most  excellent 
book  that  can  help  women  and  men 
understand  our  culture  that  is  based 
on  the  white  male  system  and  is 
great  for  those  seeking  altemalives 
to  it.  Plus  it  really  helps  helps  define 
the  differences  between  what  il"s 
like  for  a  woman  lo  live  in  the  WMS 
and  for  a  male  also  and  how  it  fucks 
up  our  relationships  and  causes  so 
many  problems.  I'm  just  starting  to 
learn  about  this  myself  and  if  any- 
thing it's  life  affirming  and  things 
are  becoming  a  lot  more  clear. 
Weil,  that's  all! 

Sincerely, 

Cynthia  Macri 

Blitz  sez: . 

Thanxfor  the  letter  .  hut  I 
have  a  few  quibbles. 

/ }  I'm  not  denying  my 
"maleness" .  hut  rather  my  manli- 
ness. "Male"  is  an  anatomical  term: 
"man"  is  gender. 

2)  You're  kind  of  harsh  on 
while  males.  Yeah,  most  of  'em 
aren't  the  sort  of  people  I  heavily 
dig.  hut  then  again  I  could  say  the 
same  for  most  black  males,  oriental 
males,  white  females. etc.  why  don't 
we  drop  the  labels  and  say  that  the 
system  we  have  -  the  Deathkultur  - 
sm  Ls.  because  it  encourages  domi- 
nance and  hierarchy  and  discrimi- 
nation ?  I  mean,  would  things  be  any 
better  if  black  women  ran  things?  I 
doubt  it,  if  the  underlying  altitudes 
didn '  I  change,  and  to  suggest  other- 
wise is  -  ahem  -  pretty  sexist  and 
racist,  if  you  ask  me. 

3)  I  don't  want  to  he  con- 
nected to  the  'feminine  conscious- 
ness" any  more  than  I  want  to  be 
connected  to  the  "masculine"  one. I 
want  to  take  the  best  parts  of  both 
and  use  them  to  become  a  better 
"humyn".  (Is  that  a  word  yet?) 
I'm  sorry  to  appear  so  harsh,  it's 
just  that  your  letter  points  out  a  lot 
of  what  bugs  me  about  what  I  know 
of  feminism  (which  isn't  nearly 
enough,  but  life  is  short...):  the  ever 
present  temptation  to.  having 
pledged  to  fight  pro-male  sexism 
(perhaps  the  most  worthwhile  battle 
going),  and  slip  into  pro-female 
sexism.  It's  a  thin,  tricky  line  to 
walk,  but  you  can't  make  peace  by 
killing  and  you  can't  stop  sc.\isni  by 
being  sexist.  Remember  that  none  of 
us  created  this  system,  and  while  it 
does  hurt  females  more  than  males, 
ultimately  it  fucks  up  everybody, 
and  it  is  thus  in  everybody' s  iiitcresi 
to  trash  it.  starling  -  of  course  - 
inside  yourself. 

Love  and  Revolution. 

Blitz 


OPEN  LETTER 


AM  I A  MAN? 

Hi. 

I  get  the  impression  thai  you 
guys  don't  get  a  lot  of  response  lo 
the  writing  that  gets  printed  in  ihe 
Henild  so  here  I  am.  The  "I  am  not 
a  Man"  piece  seems  lo  me  to  be  re- 
fieciing  a  genuine  desire  to  be  con- 
nected with  ihe  feminine  conscious- 
ness (that  is  slowly  bul  surely  emerg- 
ing!) by  denying  your  "maleness" 


To  Richard  Sliriing  Robinson. 

You  arc  hereby  served  this 
notice  of  the  search  for  Tony  and 
George  for  the  purposes  of  investi- 
gating any  changes  in  Ihcir  anal 
viscosities.  Please  reply.  Failure  to 
comply...  well,  you  know. 

Joe 

The  Notice  Server 
Circus  Wellbcing  International 


DEAR  PRUDENCE 


Dear  Prudence, 

I'm  being  followed 
by  a  moonshadow  moonshadow 
moonshadow. 

Signed, 
Unhappy 

Dear  Unhappy 

There  are  several  solutions 
to  this  predicament  of  yours.  You 
could  start  with  these  suggestions. 

A.  Start  walking  arounddur- 
ing  the  day.  Although,  I  guesslhen 
you  would  be  followed  by  a  sun 
shadow. 

B.  You  could  appreciate  the 
fact  that  you're  not  a  Siamese  twin 
because  then  you'd  be  followed  by 
two  moonshadows,  which  would  be 
a  real  drag. 

C.  You  should  be  happy 
knowing  that  you'll  never  be  alone. 
Maybe  the  moonshadow  is  just 
lonely  and  wants  a  little  company. 
Why  don't  you  ihink  of  the  needs  of 
others  once  in  a  while. 

Change  your  attitude.  Be  an 
optimist.  You  should  be  leapin'  and 
hoppin'. 

As  always. 

Prudence, 

Please  send  any  queslions.  commcnls. 
complaints,  combusrable  items  to  Pru- 
dence care  of  ihe  lnni.s  Herald, 


Miles  Davis  (1926-1991) 


Miles  Dewey  Davis  111  died 
early  Saturday.  September  2Slh  of 
pneumonia,  respiratory  failure  and 
a  siTokc.  He  h.id  a  history  of  prior 
illntss.  incliiduiL'  ,i  ihroui  surgery, 
ulcers,  gallstones,  sicklc-ccll  Anae- 
mia and  addictions  lo  both  heroin 
and  cocaine.  Over  his  sixiy-five 
years  of  life  he  recorded  music  with 
the  likes  of  Tlielonius  Monk.  Char- 
ge Parker.  John  Coltrane  and  Her- 
bie  Hundcock.  One  critic  described 
his  music  like  that  "of  a  man  walk- 
ing on  egg  shells."  Some  of  his  besi 
known  work  appears  on  the  records. 
The  Birth  Of  Cool.  Kind  Of  Blue  and 
Bitches  Brew.  His  1 989  a  Jlobiogra- 
pliy.  Miles:  The  Autobiography, 
contained  revelations  on  hi.^  drug 
and  alcohol  addictions,  violence 
against  women,  and  his  imprison- 
ment. 


"In  my  life  I  have  few  re- 
grets and  little  guilt." 


MUSIC 


THE  LEATHER  UPPERS : 


:  Got  Screwed  This  Summer 


A  CLASS  ACT 


Chris  Hunter 


Tina  Cooper 

If  you're  lilce  many  people 
in  ihis  ^maW  metropolis  we  call 
home,  you're  probably  mighiy  sick 
of  ihc  local  music  scene.  Wei!  folks, 
[hirips  arc  looking  up.  Tlicre'sa  new 
band  in  town  and  they're  ready  lo 
put  a  little  rock  in  your  socks,  The 
Leather  Uppers.  Greg  and  Craig, 
(hey.  Ihey  rhyme),  a  iwo  piece  band 
that's  a  litllediffereni  with  a  whole 
lorta  cla,ss.  I  went  lo  see  ihem  play 
at  ihe  Niagra  Caf^  last  Saturday 
night.  The  crowd  of  about  fifty  where 
taken  by  surprise  when  Tin-  Lcoihcr 
Vppcrs  look  [he  sLigc  wtMring  blue 
luxodos  and  b.^ish  smiles  [he 
"kid.s",  soincwh.il  M.r.ippy,  nmslly 
drunken,  seemed  logive  ihc  Li-uilwy 
Uppers  the  old  thumbs  up.  as  I 
licard  one  group  agreeing:  "Hey, 
(liusf  j;uys  ;iri'  liinny!"  Greg  and 
(  r.n).'  uraLiDusI)  .igrccd  Id  be  mlcr- 
viewed  lor  ihc  Herald,  and  I  urge 
yiiu  ui  show  up  al  iheir  next  gig  and 
give  ihese  personable  guys  your 
suppon. 


I  talked  lo  Ihe  Leather  Up- 
pers in  the  very  comfortable  selling 
of  Greg's  apartmenl.  I  think  you 
will  Icam  a  loi  about  these  guys  and 
iheir  blind  by  what  ihcy  had  lo  say. 
I  nmsi  adinii  ihji  there  was  a  need  lo 
simplify  a  lillle.  since  Greg  and  Craig 
are  perhaps  .so  unified  ihai  iliey 
Icnded  lo  answer  quesUons  lo- 
gclher...  (Oh,  by  ihc  way,  T  stands 
for  me.) 

T:  I  want  to  Mart  off  by  saying  thai 
you  guys  look  greai  in  your  tuxedos. 
Not  many  hands  net  dressed  up  ihese 
(lays,  in  fact  it's  usually  the  oppo- 
.\iit'.  so  why  do  you  wear  tuxedos? 
C  I  don't  believe  in  the  casual  dress 
ofalol  of  Ihese  bands  today.  When 
you  go  on  slage.  il"s  important  lo 
look  good... 
C&G:  for  ihe  kids! 
C:  We  like  to  dress  up  as  nice  as  we 
can. 

T:  So  do  you  always  wear  Ittxedos? 
C;  We  also  have  other  matching 
oulfils  lhal  we're  noi  al  libeny  lo 
discuss  right  now.  We  want  lo  keep 
them  as  a  fresh  surprise  forourfans. 
G:  We  like  lo  wear  matching  oulfils 
so  lhal  when  we're  on  slage,  people 
can  get  a  icnse  thai  we're  really 
together,  unified  I  guess. 
T:  I've  seen  \oiir  siiiUrsahouilown 
spnriiny,  a  diiinuiiui  lii(;o. 
G:  Yes,  ihat's  nur  "  Emblem  of 
Quality", 

T:  So  this  all  ties  in  with  your  tuxedo 

motif... 

C:  Exactly. 

7";  And  now.  lo  completely  change 

the  tapir.  I  wanted  ioa\k  \ou  about 

one  uf  ^MJ,l:^  h  I  liHUUl 

particular^  niinrinin:  .1  'iiv .ihi ml 
"Mister  l,o,-)ik-y  ty.  ^■'  Who  is 
Mister  Gooaley  Eyt\s  ? 
G:  Mister  Googley  Eyes  is  aclually 
a  kind  iifcnibodinK-nl  of,  or  a  tribute 
,1  buy  or  a  girl. 


o.Im 


C  tspccially  ihick  ones. 

G:  I  just  say  "Mister"  cause  it 

rhymes. 

7",-  So  you  liave  an  inner  sympathy 
for  kids  wlio  wear  coke  hoitle 
glasses? 
G&C:  Yes. 

7';  Do  either  of  you  wear  glasses? 
G:  I  do.  but  only  when  I'm  driving 
or  watching  movies.  By  the  way,  I'd 
like  lo  add  lhal  Mister  Googley  Eyes 
is  also  a  song  about  inner  strength. 
To  quote:  "Mister  Googley  Eyes. 
You've  got  to  hold  on.  Mister 


Googley  Eyes.  You've  got  to  be 
strong". 

T:  So,  who  wrote  iftese  lyrics? 

G:  I  write  most  of  our  lyrics,  bui 

Craig  wrote  the  words  lo  our  soon  to 

be  hil.  "One  Eyed  Girl". 

T:  At  your  show,  you  played  mostly 

originals,  hut  I  did  notice  a  few 

covers. 

C:  Well.  GUI  of  about  twenty  songs. 

ihree  or  four  are  covers. 

G:  We  do  Ihe  covers  to  keep  tlie  kids 

iiappy. 

T:  What  eovprs  do  you  do? 


C:  Around  Christmas  lime, 

G:  And  il  will  be  in  local  stores  lhal 

sell  alternative  music. 

T:  Like  DriftH'ood  or  Vortex? 

C:  Exactly.  And  we  recorded  it  on 

campus,  at  CIUT. 

T:  Is  your  hit.  "One  Eyed  Girl"  on 

your  .single? 

C:  Yes.  it's  our  lead  off  track. 
-■  So  there  are  more  than  r»'o  songs 
on  vour  single? 
G:  Ves.  six. 

T:  Your  songs  are  generally  short 
then. 


C;  We  cover  "The  Facts  Of  Life" 

iheme  from  lhal  super  T.V.  show 

thai  we  all  know  and  love  and  we 

also  do  "WKRF'.r;  /  guess  you 

guys  really  like  T.V. ? 

G;  Wc  really  like  Alan  Thicke's 

writing. 

C:  Yes.  he  wrote  "The  Fads  Of 
Life"  Iheme  and  also  ihe  Iheme  lo 
"Different  Strokes"  which  we're 
working  on. 

T;  Twenty  songs,  that'.s  a  tot.  You 

guys  have  only, been  together  for 

how  long? 

C:  Two  months. 

G;  No  four. 

7";  There  seems  lo  be  disagreement. 

C:  Well.  I  didn't  feel  1  was  in  the 

band  for  the  first  while... 

G:  In  a  iwo  piece  band... 

C:  Bui  now  everylhing  is  just  fine. 

T:  The  Leather  Uppers  is  not  the 

first  hand  you  two  have  played  in 

together  though  is  ii? 

C:  No.  we've  actually  both  played 

in  many  fine  bands,  some  together 

and  some  nol. 

G:  We  both  were  in  a  band  called 
KOK.  (with  Iwo  dots  over  ihe  "O" 
and  Ihc  second  "K"  backwards),  and 
also  a  band  called  Meaiwagon 
which  look  the  cily  by  slonn  a  few 
years  ago. 

7";  But  it  wasii  I  iu\i  ili>  nvi-  nfxau. 
C:  No.  KOK  w.is  ,1  Inv  pic.c  luxu- 
rious band,  and  U.  ikh  i/i,"'"  also 
had  oilier  mcnibk.Ts  besides  us, 
G:  Meoiwa,,;,^,  I'd  s,iy.  w.is  our 
bigi;es[    undergrDund  alia-mela! 
lallemuiive  ■  iiiel.ili  success, 
/  //  MiotHogon  inn  "alta-meial" , 
howwiiiddvaudesi  rthc  the  Leather 
Uppers? 
G:  Thai's  lough. 

C:  The  Leather  Uppers  is  more  of  an 

honesl.,. 

G:  Surly,.. 

C:  Down  home,  rock  and  roll,  shake 
your  booties... 

G:  I'd  almosi  call  it  eleciric  folk. 
Wouldn'l  you  agree  with  lhal  Craig? 
C:  No,  I  would  nol.  1  don'l  like  any 
folk  musie.  ll  wouldn'l  Know  how- 
to  deseribe  ii  eilher.  maybe  mini- 
niiilisi  lunkv  siir!"'.'?) 
7.  Lfi's  ptLw  oil  ( lassifuaiion  then 
and  just  leave  il  up  to  your  fans  lo 
decide.  I  hear  lhal  you  are  releasing 
a  .tingle. 
C:  Yes, 

T:  When  is  that  going  to  lome  out? 


C:  The  philosophy  of  ihe  Leather 
Uppers  is  inslanl  gratification,  in- 
stant music.  We  write  songs,  leam 
them  the  same  day ,  and  are  ready  lo 
play  Ihem  the  next.  The  point  is  lo 
eliminate  ihc  middle  man,  which  I 
guess  would  be  the  bass  player,  if 
we  had  one. 

T:  I  guess  it's  easier  making  desci- 
sions  with  jiisl  ihe  nvo  of  you. 
G:  A  lol  easier! 

C:  I  don't  know  how  we  got  any- 
Ihing  done  when  we  were  in  bands 
with  three  olher  people. 
T:  You  guys  preiiy  much  share  too. 
I  mean ,  you  take  turns  playing  drums 
and  playing  guitar  and  singing. 
C:  Yes  we  do.  We're  mullitalenled. 
although  Greg  does  most  of  the 
singing, 

G:  We  like  lo  be  as  unified  as  pos- 
sible, not  jusi  our  outfits,  bul  our 
whole  style  and  slage  performance. 
T:  Speaking  of  performing.  I'd  like 
lo  close  this  interview  by  asking 
about  any  upcoming  shows. 
C:  We  have  many  in  the  works  but 
so  far,  the  only  confirmed  dale  we 
have  at  this  lime  is  for  a  gig  in 
London.  Ontario  duringThanksgiv- 
ing  weekend.  October  1 1  and  12. 
G:  At  a  place  called  The  Brunswick 
Holel.  nol  to  be  confused  with 
Toronio's  Brunswick  House.  I've 
never  been  there  but  Craig  has. 
7";  How  did  you  swing  a  gig  in 
Londiiii'.'  On  reputation  alone? 
G:  Our  slickers  goi  us  ihe  gig! 


The  Leather  Uppers  will  be 
playing  al  the  Brunswick  Hole)  in 
London.  October  1 1&12. 

Look  for  llyers  announcing 
local  dales  soon! 


First  things  first:  the  shows. 
This  summer  1  saw  BTO.  An  amaz- 
ing concert.  Mr  Bachman  really 
means  u  when  he  says  "Rock  is  my 
life."  Ray  Charles  was  good,  loo, 
I've  heard  that  he  always  is.  1  liked 
the  sexual  innuendos.  The  Doobie 
Brothers  put  on  a  great  show  play- 
ing all  the  classic  tunes,  but  the 
crowd  was  so  lame  ihey  kinda  killed 
the  feeling.  Lynyrd  Skynyrd  fuck- 
ing blew  away  the  crowd  of  crazed, 
latooed  badasses  who  showed  up  al 
Kingswood  for  Ihe  "reincarnation" 
(appropriately  pul,  I  feel)  of  South- 
ern Boogie.  If  anyone  was  (here.  I 
was  the  chick  down  from  and  center 
on  the  guys'  shoulders  during  ihe 
Ihirty  minute  performance  of  "Free- 
bird".  'Nuf  said.  Thanks  Jon. 

I'd  lo  thank  Dave,  my  con- 
cert buddy,  who  wenl  lo  Rod  Ste- 
wart wiihoul  me  (and  with  Steve), 
because  1  couldn't  make  il  back  for 
the  show.  What  a  trooper.  Anyway, 
now  we've  come  to  the  serious  stuff. 

This  summer,  my  friends 
and  i  got  ripped  off.  and  I 'm  worried 
about  you, dearreader.  Yeah,  ilcould 
happen  lo  you.  This  "big  business" 
bullshit  ihal's  wormed  its  way  into 
!hc  music  industry  ever  since  Ihe 
sixties,  has  gotten  way  out  of  hand. 
You  can  i  even  stand  on  your  fuck- 
ing chairs  anymore  wiihoul  some 
big  eunuch  on  steroids  pounding  the 
shil  oui  of  you. 

Well,  I'd  bought  tickets  lo 
see  "Operation  Rock  *n'  Roil  '  be- 
cause my  favorite  band  is  Mo- 
torhead.  My  two  best  friends  trav- 
elled over  a  hundred  miles  and  even 
got  lost  in  Toronto  and  fucked  up 
the  transmission  on  their  old  T-bird. 
just  to  sec  this  band.  There  were 
ihrec  or  four  other  shiny  bands  on 
the  bill,  but  I  can  only  remember 
thai  Cooper  and  Priest  were  two  of 
them... 

Actually,  seeing  Halford 
knock  himself  out  on  that  prop  al- 
most made  it  worthwhile,  but  I'm 
getting  ahead  of  myself. 

I  heard  a  rumour  two  days 
before  ihe  show,  ihat  Lemmy  (Mo- 
lorhcad's  lead  singer,  in  case  you 
didn't  know)  had  fallen  off  slage 
and  broken  some  ribs.  I  ihinka  friend 
heard  it  from  MuchMusic  firsi.  I 


admire  Much.  They 're  on  the  fuckin' 
ball.  Unlike  the  promoters  Q107.  I 
likelhestalion  but  sometimes  I  ihink 
they'vegottheirheadsupiheirasses, 
or  something.  I  kepi  calling  them 
and  asking  them  about  the  rumour 
bul  they  didn't  know  nothing.  And  I 
even  called  the  tickel  outlet.  Same 
deal. 

So  we  went  down  to  the 
CNE,  and  we  found  out  for  sure 
while  the  concert  was  in  progress 
lhat  Molorhcad  wouldn  "I  be  playing 
and  we  couldn't  get  a  refund  "be- 
cause Ihey  weren't  a  headlining 
band."  So  who  was  headlining? 
There  were  four  fucking  bands  play- 
ing and  nobody  fucking  specified 
that  so  and  so  was  headlining.  When 
I  weni  to  see  the  Doobies  at 
Kingswood,  Joe  Walsh  was  s'posed 

10  be  opening,  bul  he  didn't  show, 
and  ycl  they  had  a  big  sign  saying 
youcouldgelarefund.C"mon,CNE! 
That  is  Ihe  inosi  bullshit  policy  I've 
ever  heard!  It's  nobody's  business 
who  I  paid  lo  see  -  if  ihe  promoter 
don'l  deliver  what  ihey  promised, 
you  should  get  your  money  back. 
Especially  in  a  totally  fucking  nebu- 
lous situation  like  this  one.  where 
four  bands  are  playing. 

Ijusl  wanna  make  sure  Innis 
readers  know  how  easily  promoters 
and  sponsers  can  screw  you  over. 
Last  lime  Molorhcad  played,  if  you 
bought  tickets  and  wanted  a  refund 
because  Motorhead  cancelled,  they 
charged  a  five  dollar  service  charge. 
What  kind  of  shil  is  lhal?  If  you 
didn't  gel  to  see  a  show,  ihey 
shouldn't  be  able  lo  keep  your  five 
bucks.  Il's  "buyer  beware"  in  ihc 
nineties.  Hell,  soon  Ihey  ll  drag  you 
out  if  you  iry  and  dance.  Tho^e 
fuckheads. 

Incidently,  the  show  was 
sponsored  by  Coke  and  Molson'.s. 
So  I'm  drinkin'  '50'  for  Ihe  next 
lillle  while... 

See  you  next  'ish  with  an 
Archaos  review,  maybe  a  review  of 
a  classy  Toronto  musical,  and  Rush 
at  Copps.  Sorry  about  ihe  tirade,  but 

11  had  lo  be  said.  Maybe  I'll  gel  an 
interview  with  a  prominent  Q107 
personality  for  next  lime,  though 
after  this  article  I'm  not  really  loo 
sure... 


Sanctuary  of  Free  Expression 


Wet  Lounge 

Al  twelve  noon  on  January 
fifieenlh.  1987.  a  new  presence 
emerged  on  the  Southern  Oniano 
and  Norlhen  New  York  Stale  FM 
dial.  On  thai  day.  ihe  most  powerful 
campus/community  radio  sialion  in 
Canada.  CIUT  currently  airs  eighty 
daily  and  weekly  shows  wiih  two 
hundred  hosis.  all  of  whom  are  vol- 
unieers.CIUT'svolunteerskeepthe 
station  on  ihe  air  twenty-four  hours 
a  day.  seven  days  a  week,  and  pro- 
duce radio  programs  thai  provide  a 
real  aliemative  to  those  offered  by 
mosl  olher  radio  stations.  The  sta- 
tion fills  iis  airwaves  with  ablcnd  of 
news,  educational  and  community 
programming  and.  of  course,  mu 
sic.  Virtually  anyone  can  partici- 
pate, especially  U  of  T  sludens.  Tlie 
only  prerequisite  is  enthusiasm. 


Music  programming  on 
CIUT  is  genuinely  dcconstruciivc. 
The  setting  is  a  familiar  one  -  radio. 
Behind  ihe  microphone  arc  fanat- 
ics, people  with  agcnuine,  informed 
iniercsl  in  a  vast  range  of  music 
which  thrives  on  lis  differences.  Live 
music,  originating  from  the  station, 
has  given  local  and  iniemaiional 
bands  the  opportunity  to  be  heard  by 
the  masses. 

To  get  a  look  at  Ihe  wide 
variety  of  musical  and  spoken  word 
programs,  gel  the  new  edition  of  the 
CIUT-FM  program  guide.  For  more 
infomiaiion  on  ClUT-FM  and  its 
programs,  as  well  as  the  next  orien- 
laiion  meeting,  call  595-0909.  or 
come  down  to  Ihe  station  at  91  St. 
George  St. ,jusl  across  from  Robarts 
library! 


MUSIC 


nterview 

with 


Courage  of  Lassie 


John  Anderson 

Courage  of  Lassie  is  play- 
ing at  Han  House's  Tindcrbox  club 
on  Ociober  10.  When  I  called  the 
band's  Ron  Nelson  to  ask  for  an 
inlerview,  I  was  nol  expecting  to 
hold  one  immediately.  Bui  Ron  had 
just  finished  dinnerand  a  half  bottle 
of  wine,  and  was  in  a  talkative  mood. 
I  did  not  have  lo  say  much. 


Before  I  gel  lo  Ron's  in- 
sights and  ramblings,  here  is  some 
background.  Ron  Nelson  and  Maddy 
Schcnkel  met  in  Vancouver  in  1981 
and  released  a  mini-album  under 
the  band  name  Magic  Dragon.  They 
became  Courage  01  Lassie  in  1984, 
with  the  release  of  their  cassette, 
Thrcshnld  of  Hearing;.  This  cassette 
was  followed  by  ihe  albums  The 
Temptation  To  Exist  in  1986,  and 
Sing  or  Die  in  1989.  The  band  now 
consists  of  Ron  Nelson  (guitar, 
percussion  and  vocals).  Maddy 
Schenkel  (guitar,  keyboards,  auio- 
harp,  vocals,  percussion).  Rod  Booth 
(violin,  accordion, cello,  percussion, 
vocals).  Rachel  Melas  (bass,  per- 
cussion), and  Connie  Nowe  (sound 
technician,  percussion).  They  are 
now  living  in  Toronto. 

SinfiorDie  features  moody 
personal  music  very  reminiscent  of 
Leonard  Cohen.  Many  of  ihe  songs 
are  covers,  including  songs  by  John 
Fogcriy,  Conway  Twitty  and  Sonny 
Bono.  Others  are  traditional  folk 
songs. 

The  band  recorded  the  al- 
bum on  Canada  Council  grants  when 
Ron  moved  to  Montreal.  He  admits 
that  the  album  is  "stiff,  since  none 
of  the  musicians  were  in  the  same 
room  at  once  during  its  recording. 
Sing  or  Die  is  like  a  "charcoal 
sketch",  and  their  next  album  will 
be  in  "full  colour",  meaning  in  a 
more  uptempo,  jazzy  style.  They 
will  feature  some  of  Ihe  next  album 
at  the  concert. 

Much  of  the  concept  behind 
Courage  of  Lassie  was  inspired  by 
Canadian  composer  Murray 
Schaefer's  book  The  Tuning  of  the 
World,  which  looks  at  noise  pollu- 
tion in  different  parts  of  the  world.  It 
was  one  thing  which  convinced 
Courage  of  Lassie  to  move  toward 
quieter  music. 


Courage  of  Lassie  has 
played  with  such  acts  as  DOA.  54- 
40.  the  B52's.  the  Police.  Blurt,  and 
New  Order.  Ron  has  done  "the 
whole  gamut "  of  musical  styles 
before  he  moved  lo  folk  music  for 
"philosophical  reasons".  What  rea- 
sons were  they  exactly?  Folk  music 
is  understandable.  Ron  was  involved 
in  the  punk  movement,  and  unlike 
punk,  you  can  understand  what  folk 
singers  are  singing.  Ron  has  "no 
time  to  fool  around";  he  wants  lo 
communicate  to  his  audience,  and 
folk  music,  being  intimate  and 
honest,  is  best  way  to  do  that,  ac- 
cording lo  him.  Most  modem  is 
"mindless  shit",  he  says.  When  he 
started  in  the  business,  punk  was  on 
the  side  of  ihc  natives  and  women; 
nowadays  is  il  fascist.  1  don'l  ex- 
actly agree,  bul  I  assume  he's  refer- 
ring lo  the  use  of  violence  by  ihrash 
and  hardcore  bands. 

Ron  is  a  quarter  native,  and 
mentions  the  meeting  of  elders  al 
the  University  a  few  weeks  ago. 
Says  Ron,  "if  there's  going  lo  be  a 
revolution,  it  will  be  by  the  natives 
-  no  one  else  would  bother." 

This  starts  Ron  reminiscing 
about  the  sixties,  where  everything 
was  cheap,  including  drugs,  every- 
one got  laid  all  the  lime,  and  saw  all 
Ihe  big  acls  when  they  were  just 
starling  out  (Hendrix.  Dylan,  Van 
Morrison,  Led  Zeppelin,  and  John 
Lennon  at  Varsity  Stadium!)  Nowa- 
days you  have  to  go  to  stores  for 
fashion  and  all  Ihe  rich  kids  are 
pretending  thai  they're  hippies.  He 
is  so  enlhusiasnc  about  ihe  greai 
times  in  the  sixties  -  "drugs  were  so 
much  better  ihen"  -  that  I  wonder  if 
he's  having  me  on.  I  give  him  the 
benefit  of  Ihe  doubt. 

Ron  parts  with  a  few  words 
on  the  major  Canadian  cities.  Van- 
couver is  Ihe  best,  of  course;  music 
and  art  work  together.  One  can  walk 
a'  few  miles  away  and  be  in  the 
mountains.  Montreal  is  very 
laidback  because  ii  is  so  corrupt. 
Toronto  has  a  healthy  music  atmos- 
phere but  it  is  too  uptight.  And 
"Ottawa  is  death." 

Those  are  the  main  points  of 
our  talk.  Show  up  on  October  1 0  for 
a  literate,  funny ,  and  fascinating  eve- 
ning. 


'^^■alla 

V^^rien  -  Fo 

Knowledge 


N  HALEN  STRIKES  AGAIN! 


For  Unlawful  Carnal 


For  all  those  idiots  that  sit 
awake  hours  upon  hours  each  night 
praying  for  a  David  Lee  RothA'an 
Halen  reunion.  1  have  two  things  lo 
say.  First,  gel  a  life.  Second,  screw 
it.  If  you  haven't  noticed.  Van  Halen 
Is  a  much  better  group  with  Sammy 
Hagar.  Roth  was  very  colourful  and 
flamboyant,  but  Hagar  gives  the 
band  great  vocals  and  expanded 
musical  prowess.  The  new  album. 
For  Unlawful  Carnal  Knowledge 
launches  the  group  into  Ihe  nineties 
j  with  a  vengence. 
1  As  Ihe  title  suggests,  ihere 

I  is  a  ton  of  sensual  lyrics  found 
'  throughout  the  album.  "Inand  Out". 
"Poundcake",  "Pleasure  Dome"  and 
"Spanked"arejust  someof  the  tracks 
thai  showcase  the  sexual  content, 
which  has  been  a  Van  Halen  trade- 
mark for  years.  The  song  "Man  on  a 
Mission"  arouses  interest  by  con- 
taining the  line,  "Spread  your  wings 
and  open  wide".  Man  Alive! 

The  new  release  is  a  product 
of  great  production.  In  the  past,  the 
talent  of  Alex  Van  Halen  (drums) 
and  Michael  Anthony  (bass)  was 
shoved  into  the  background  to  give 
Eddie  Van  Halen's  guitar  room  to 
move.  Even  though  Eddie  is  still 
smiling  along,  there  are  other  no- 
table aspects  lo  the  album.  Alex, 
possibly  the  best  rock  drummer 
today,  is  able  to  blow  the  listener 


away  with  his  great  talent.  Michael 
supplies  a  steady,  al  limes  flashy 
bass  line.  For  a  great  example  of  the 
two  working  together,  listen  to 
"Pleasure  Dome"  for  the  complex 
drum  track  and  jazz  style  bass.  Also, 
Sammy  Hagar's  vocals  have  never 
been  stronger,  screwing  from  track 
to  track,  especially  on  "Man  on  a 
Mission". 

Simply,  For  Unlawful  Car- 
nal Knowledge  may  be  the  best 
album  Van  Halen  has  ever  done. 

Favorite  cuts:  "Man  on  a  Mission" 
and  "Pleasure  Dome" 
Rating:  A 


Kinsey  Report  -  Powerhouse 

The  band  has  finally 
achieved  what  they  attempted  to  do 
on  their  two  previous  albums.  Fi- 
nally, they  havecombinedlheirblues 
and  rock  roots  into  a  light,  cohesive 
package.  Even  though  the  lyrics  are 
rather  mundane,  the  material  is 
decent.  The  grcji  r\ihm  ^^.■^;^ic)n  of 
Ron  Prince  (guitar),  Kcnncih  (bass), 
and  Ralph  Kinsey  (drums)  is  as 
strong  as  ever.  Donald  Kinsey's 
gritty  vocals  and  blistering  guitar 
solos  roll  from  one  track  lo  another. 
A  solideffon  from  one  of  the  bright- 
est young  blues  groups  today. 


The  Eric  Gates  Band  - 
Gales  Band 


■  The  Eric 


Favorite  Cut : 
Rating :  B 


d  Talking" 


What  a  rock  album!  The 
sixteen  year  old  guitar  wizard's  de- 
but album  is  a  tremendous  showing 
of  the  youngster's  talents.  Eric  soul- 
fully  glides  from  mindboggling  solos 
to  power  packed  riffs.  Not  to  be 
overshadowed  are  the  performances 
of  his  older  brother,  Eugene  (bass, 
lead  vocals,  and  chief  songwriter) 
and  good  friend  Hubert  Crawford 
(dmms).  A!  iofihe  songs  have  catchy 
vocals,  hard  melodies  and  all  the 
instruments  are  booming.  Be  sure  to 
keep  your  eyes  giued  to  this  group  in 
the  years  to  come. 

Favourite  cut:  "Sign  of  the  Storm" 
Rating;  B+ 


Alben  Collins  —  Iceman 

The  "Master  Of  the  Tele- 
casler"  blows  the  listener  away  left 
and  right  with  his  new  release.  Ice- 
man. His  legendary  style  of  funk 
and  blues  flows  from  the  opening 
track,  "Mr.  Collins.Mr.  Collins  '  all 
the  way  lo  the  end.  Collins  is  a 
perfectionist  at  stirring  the  soul  by 
using  his  guitar  and  vocals  in  a  way 
that  only  a  few  artists  can  ucheive. 
The  man  is  a  living  legend.  Gee,  can 
you  tell  I'm  a  big  fan. 


Favorite  Cuts : 
Rating :  A 


"Iceman" 


THE  TINDERBOX  CLUB 


The  Tinderbox  Club,  in  the 
Arbor  Room  at  the  University  of 
Toronto's  Hart  House,  is  a  new 
campus  based  showcase  for  live 
musical  talent  in  Toronto.  Most 
Thursdays  will  feature  a  perform- 
ance by  a  new  or  little-known 
Toronto  band,  and  the  founh  Thurs- 
day of  every  month  is  dedicated  to 
an  open  stage  for  amateur  artists. 

The  bands  playing  at  the 
Club  vary  from  folk  loexperimenlal 
music,  including  skaand  goth.  They 
are  a  good  example  of  music  en- 
joyed by  students  on  campus.  So  far 
Shadowy  Men  on  a  Shadowy  Planet 
andSkaface  have  performed  logood 
crowds, 

MerynCadell  isaperfomi- 
ance  artist,  somewhat  like  Laurie 
Anderson,  who  combines  spoken 
word  with  bluesy  singing.  Herpieces 
are  sometimes  angry,  somelirpes 
whimsical,  and  always  very  funny. 
Most  of  her  work  speaks  against  pa- 
triarchy and  bigotry,  and  is  always 
witty  and  thoughtful. 

Courage  of  Lassie  is  Ihe 
most  well-known  and  oldest  of  the 
bands  playingal  ihcTinderbox  Club. 
Il  started  in  1982  in  Vancouver  by 


accomplished  musician  Ron  Nel- 
son. Their  sound  is  reminiscent  of 
Leonard  Cohen,  and  like  Leonard 
Cohzn,  Courage  of  Lassie  isoneof 
Canada's  best  musical  acts. 

The  sound  of  Parade 
changes  with  each  cassette  release, 
ranging  from  ambient  inslnimen- 
lals  and  post-punk  pop  to  noisy 
experimental  sounds.  Parade  also 
creates  work  in  visual  and  in  per- 
formance an. 

Although  Puff  first  played 
in  1989.  and  the  band  has  no  ca.s- 
selte  released  yet.  it  already  has  a 
huge  Toronto  following.  Pwrt?  plays 
the  loudesl,  fastest,  purest  music  in 
Toronio.  They  have  been  compared 
to  Ministry  .  Melallica.  and  Public 
Enemy.  It  is  rhythmically  pound- 
ing, electronic,  aggressive,  and 
above  all,  challenging  music. 

Harbord  Trio's  self  tilled 
cassette  shows  off  the  band's  excel- 
lent musicianshipandbeauiiful  treat- 
ments of  iradilional  folk  tunes  from 
Canada,  Ireland  and  England,  as 
well  as  some  originals  and  some 
jazz  tunes.  Don  Ross,  probably 
Canada's  best  acoustic  guitarist,  isa 
member 


Wild  Strawberries,  although 
formed  in  1989,alreadyhavealarge 
following  due  lo  their  beautiful  har- 
monies and  lo  the  intriguing  lyrics, 
which  are  both  humorous  and  fright- 
ening. The  band  "s  sound,  pop  with  a 
sometimes  hard  edge,  sometimes 
folk  edge,  is  represented  well  on 
their  first  cassette.  Carving  Wooden 
Spectacles. 

Tip  Splinter  celebrates 
Cellic  filk  music  coloured  by  a 
Maritime  influence.  The  musicians 
use  fiddles,  bodhrans,  banjos, 
whistle,  mandoia,  octofone,  clari- 
net, jews-harp.  and  wash-board. 
They  are  serious  about  keeping  tra- 
ditional music  alive  bul  are  always 
lively,  in  performance  and  on  their 
three  albums. 

The  members  of  Death 
Among  Friends  met  at  the  funeral  of 
a  mutual  friend,  and  this  meeting 
helped  to  inspire  ihe  name  of  their 
band  (the  religious  implications 
probably  helped).  Their  distinctive 
sound  is  textured,  emotional,  harsh, 
ominous,  and,  of  course,  goth.  They 
are  reminiscent  of  Cocteau  Twins, 
Swans,  and  Bauhaus.  They  explore 
ihe  dark  lands  of  sex.  religion,  and 


death  with  feeling. 

surrender  dorothy  was 
founded  by  accomplished  musician 
Dave  Stevenson.  The  singer,  Regh- 
ina,  is  classically  trained  and  has 
sung  with  church  and  chamber 
choirs.  Her  voice  and  love  of  danc- 
ing gives  her  an  energetic  presence 
for  this  hard  edged  pop  band.  They 
have  just  completed  a  four-track 
cassette. 

On  the  fourth  Thursday  of 
every  month  there  is  an  open  stage 
where  amateur  artists  have  the  op- 
portunity to  perform  in  a  relaxed 
atmosphere  among  theirfriends,  The 
open  stage  is  based  on  campus  and 
mosi  performers  arc  or  were  stu- 
dents al  U  of  T.  It  is  an  excellent 
lime  lo  enjoy  ihe  lalenls  of  your 
fellow  students. 

The  first  open  stage  was  on 
September  26  and  featured  folk 
musicians  and  a  group  of  campus 
based  poets.  The  club  was  full  and 
everybody  had  a  good  time.  If  you 
are  interested  in  performing  at  a 
future  open  stage,  call  John  al  35 1  - 
7015.  and  check  out  the  next  open 
stage  on  October  24. 

J.A. 
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FINDING  THE  ROOTS  OF  GRASS      bloor  street 


By  Michael  Khoo 

I  n  our  struggle  to  solve  our 
[JLI  self-created  ecological 
nightmare  we  often  negleci  lo  real- 
ise ihe  ability  of  old  practices  lo 
solve  new  problems.  Possibly  the 
mosi  forgoiicn,  or  hidden,  solution 
10  many  of  our  problems  can  be 
found  in  the  plant  we  used  lo  call 
hemp.  There  are,  however  stum- 
bling blocks lopromoiing  this  plant. 
Principally  the  fact  that  it  has  been 
madeillegal.  You  see  this  plant  can 
also  be  grown  to  produce  a  bypro- 
duct knowncommonly  as  marijuana. 
If  produced  commercially. 


because  ofour  growing  demand.  If 
6%  of  the  land  in  Ihe  U.S.  was  used 
to  grow  Hemp  for  fuel,  the  U.S. 
would  become  self-sufficient  init's 
energy  needs  and  would  not  have  to 
goto  war  for  oil  under  the  false  pre- 
lencesofEsiablishing  democracy". 
This  percentage  would  be  even  less 
inCanada.  Throughaprocesscalled 
Pyrolysis,  fibers  (of  Hemp,  wood, 
elc.)  are  healed  up  in  chambers  to 
produce  charcoal,  methanol  fuel  oil 
and  acetone.  The  process  can  be 
geared  to  a  certain  need  (i.e.  Fuel 
oil)  and  has  a  95%  fuel  to  feed  effi- 
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this  plani  would  be  able  to  fulfd 
most  of  the  needs  and  wants  of  our 
society  which  are  now  obtained  in 
un  unsustainable  manner.  Hemp 
slatks  contain  77%  fiber  compared 
Io60%inotherplants  like  wood  and 
the  seeds  have  a  high  oil  content. 
This  gives  it  many  marketable  at- 
tributes. 

From  the  slalk  of  this  plant 
we  would  receive  fiber  for  paper, 
biomass  fuel,  clothes,  building  ma- 
terial and  rope.  From  Ihe  seed  we 
would  receive  oil  for  manufacturing 
plastics,  lubrication  and  paint.  The 
seed  can  also  be  used  as  a  food 
source. 

Hemp  is  a  multi-purpose, 
renewable  plant  which,  until  1946, 
was  highly  praised  as  the  most  pro- 
ductive farm  crop  available.  This 
plant  is  so  productive  that  in  1942 
the  U,S.  Department  of  Agriculture 
made  every  US  farmer  view  the 
video  "Hemp  for  Victory"  for  Ihe 
war  effort.  The  video  detailed  how 
to  get  the  most  out  of  your  hemp 
crop. 

To  give  a  few  examples  of  Ihe  vir- 
tues of  this  plant: 

Hemp  for  Paper:  The  most  stun- 
ning fact,  in  this  respect,  is  that  one 
acre  of  renewable  hemp  can  yield 
the  same  amount  of  fiber  as  4.1 
acres  of  wood.  This  is  because  the 
plant  can  grow  to  20  feet  in  9  months 
and  contains  only  4%  lignin  (the 
glue  like  substance  that  binds  the 
fibers)  while  wood  pulp  contains 
18-309!  ,  Because  of  Ihe  reduced 
amount  of  lignin  in  hemp,  this  would 
mean  the  virtual  elimination  of  chlo- 
rine bleaching  (which  produces  the 
mosldeadly  chemical  known  to  man, 
dioxin).  Industry  magazine /"iiZ/j  A 
Paper,  in  June  this  year,  wrote  an 
editorial  recognizing  that  "'Il  \  lime 
to  reconsider  Hemp".  Ihitil  prohibi- 
tion. Hern|i  li.id  hislorically  been 
one  of  ihellie  prmiarj'  source  of 
paper.  This  would  also  mean  that 
we  wouldn't  have  lo  clear-cut  our 
old  growth  forests  and  our  ecologi- 
cal bi^xlive^M1y  would  be  preserved. 
Hemp  for  Knerf;\:  Bioniass  nie:ins 
a  biologitally  produced,  renewable 
source  of  energy.  An  example  of 
this  is  wood,  but  this  is  becoming 
impractical  as  a  sustainable  source 


ciency  ratio.  The  burning  of  Hemp 
coal  produces  virtually  no  sulphur, 
so  the  threat  of  acid  rain  will  even- 
tually subside  if  it  is  used. 
Hemp  for  Ihe  Land:  Hemp  can  be 
grown  in  marginal  lands  because  of 
its  root  structure.  It  is  therefore  per- 
fect for;  preventing  clearcuts  from 
turning  into  eroding  mudslides, 
curbing  desertification,  and  recon- 
ditioning over-farmed  soil.  Since 
Ihe  plant  is  a  weed  it  is  very  resistant 
to  insects  and  needs  virtually  no 
pesticides  (just  as  most  of  our  cur- 
rent crops  didn't  until  we  got  them 
addicted  to  the  chemical  way  of 
life). 

Hemp  for  Food;  The  Hemp  seed 
contains  a  protein  level  second  only 
to  soy  beans,  and,  unlike  meats,  is 
available  in  a  much  more  digestible 
form.  Hempseed  oil  (30%  of  the 
seed)  is  lower  in  saturated  fats  than 
any  other  cooking  oil.  including 
com,  soybean  and  canola.  A  wide 
variety  of  extracts  can  also  be  made 
from  the  pressed  seed  cake. 
Hemp  for  Clothing:  Cotton  pro- 
ducers are  one  of  the  largest  users  of 
pesticides  in  the  world,  but  this 
would  be  made  unnecessary  with 
the  resilient  Hemp.  Hemp  is  3  limes 
as  strong  as  Cotton,  many  times 
more  durable,  and  wanner.  De- 
pending on  the  method  of  harvest  it 
can  be  grown  lo  produce  cloth  that 
feels  like  Silk  or  Canvas. 

Since  the  viability  of  Hemp 
has  been  established,  the  question 
of  it's  legal  status  must  be  adrcssed. 
There  have  been  many  long-stand- 
ing arguments  about  ihe  legalisa- 
tion of  Marijuana  but  I'll  cover  only 
a  few  basic  poinis  here.  Tlie  princi- 
pal reason  behind  the  prohibition  of 
marijuana  is  that  it  is  dangerous  for 
people's  health  and  society  in  gen- 
eral. 

Society  allows  people  to 
smoke  cigarettes  and  drink  alcohol 
(which  cause  at  leasi  1/2  ii  million 
dcadisperyearnol  liniieiiiuni  heahh 
cnsis)  and  likewise  should  be  al- 
lowed 111  siiiolvL-  marijuana  which  is 
iinl  iieai  l\  d.in{;er0US. 

MaiilLi.iiiLiisnni  physically 
addielive,  vshiJi  !■  i.nu  i,  ,  .Inl- 


and Crack  (which  are  both  physi- 
cally and  psycologically  addictive). 
Pol  does  not  lead  to  the  violence  that 
alcohol  does  and  through  numerous 
siudies  (UCLA,  Harvard)  no  lies 
can  be  found  locancer  among  smok- 
ers. 

Misleading  propaganda  puts 
Crack.  Heroin  and  Marijuana  in  the 
samecategory.bui,  in  truth,  the  only 
similarity  between  Uiese  substances 
is  iheir  legal  slatus.  12%  of  the 
population  uses  Dope  (this  figure  is 
higher  among  the  post-secondary 
educated  like  you),  and  out  of  ihose 
people  how  many  do  you  think  are 
hooked  on  Smack  or  Coke?  Take  a 
look  around,  you'd  be  hard  pressed 
lo  find  Ihe  connection  lhal  the  pro- 
poganda  would  have  you  believe. 

The  only  thing  slopping 
Pol's  legalisation  is  a  right  wing  re- 
actionary fear  that  people  go  out  of 
control  when  they  smoke  dope.  Call 
me  paranoid,  but  if  the  only  reason 
our  Govemmeni  bans  Dope  is  so 
lhal  they  can  have  control  over  us,  it 
seems  a  slight  bit  fascist. 

But  even  this  is  an  invalid 
argument  for  prohibition  of  com- 
mercial strains  Hemp.  The  Canna- 
bis plant  can  be  grown  lo  have  so 
lillle  THC  thai  it  could  not  gel  you 
"high".  The  only  thing  stopping  ra- 
tional thought  from  having  it's  way 
is  the  overblown,  overtaxing,  over- 
simplified and  misleading  hype  of 
the  "War  on  drugs". 
There  are  also  a  few  historical  uses 
of  hemp  that  are  of  inleresl. 

-The  U.S.  constitution  was 
drafted  upon  Hemp  Paper. 

-Levi  jeans  were  originally 
made  out  of  Hemp  for  it's  durabil- 
ity. 

-In  the  1860's  Sears  adver- 
lised"Fun  harmless  Hashishcandy". 

-In  1 938  Mechanical  E/if^i- 
neerin^  Magazine  deemed  hemp 
"The  Most  Profilable  And  Desir- 
able Crop  That  Can  Be  Grown". 
Because  Hemp  was  so  vital  lo  the 
U.S.  war  effort,  they  lifted  the  pro- 
hibition that  was  placed  on  it  in 
1938  until  the  end  of  Ihe  war. 

-At  the  turti  of  the  century 
Hashish  Parlors  were  becoming  a 
new  trend  lo  visit,  and  were  spring- 
ing up  all  over  the  U.S.  as  an  ex- 
cepted norm. 

-The  smear  tactics  that  tim- 
ber industry  owners  used  to  dis- 
credit hemp  included  such  "Gutter 
Science"  research  as  "Marihuana 
Makes  Fiends  Of  Boys  In  30  Days: 
Goads  Users  To  Blood  Lust"  and 
racial  slurs  like  "Coloreds  with  big 
lips,  luring  while  women  with  Jazz 
Music  and  Marijuana... with  the 
result  of  pregnancy".  This  was  in 
the  good  old  days  when  the  devils 
music  was  a  hot  item.  If  people  now 
don't  believe  the  lies  about  Jazz 
Music  back  ihen,  why  do  we  still  be- 
lieve the  Myths  about  Marijuana  to- 
day? 

The  book  called  The  Em- 
peror Wears  No  Clothes  details 
more  about  this  incredible  plant  but 
it  is  hard  to  obtain.  The  book  is 
banned  in  Canada  under  the  Cen- 
sorship act  even  though  it  gives  no 
mention  on  how  to  "grow  your  own 
stash" 

Legalising  Hemp  would 
solvetwo  problems  at  once.  It  would 
give  people  Ihe  ability  to  decide  for 
themselves  if  ihcy  want  louse  mari- 
juana for  personal  enjoyment.  But, 
il  would  also  give  our  environment 
ihebreakihatit'sliierallybeendying 
for. 


by  David  Weiner 

Speeding  across  Bloor 
Street  I  watch  for  opening  cardoors. 
and  oilier  sudden  obslacles.  1  look  at 
my  cyclometer  to  see  what  my  speed 
is,  and  wonder,  how  will  time  change 
the  face  of  urban  transportation? 
The  use  of  bicycles  is  increasing  in 
the  relatively  flal  5km  radius  of 
Metro  Toronto.  The  bicycle  is  a  se- 
rious means  of  transportation,  le- 
gally considered  a  motor  vehicle 
under  Ihe  highway  traffic  acl.  But 
on  Ihe  street  the  bicycle  is  consid- 
ered a  toy  by  most  people  who  don't 
use  one  as  transportation. 

Timing  the  lights  at  Univer- 
sity Avenue  I  pass  Ihe  cars  not  yel 
under  way  and  establish  my  line 
around  Ihe  parked  cars  ahead.  I've 
travelled  jusi  over  a  click  (Ikm), 
and  my  legs  are  wanning  up.  I  can 
smell  a  cigarette  from  the  woman  in 
Ihe  car  ahead  of  me.  As  I  pass  her  I 
hear  an  old  Jethro  Tull  song  on  her 
car  stereo.  1  laugh  when  I  hear  the 
song  is  Aqua  Lung.  I  pass  the  Aqua 
Lung  and  encounter  the  sweet  fumes 
of  a  propane  powered  taxi.  A  friend 
al  work  has  started  to  commute  with 
a  Green  Screen;  a  mask  with  bio- 
degradable disposable  charcoal  fil- 
lers designed  to  Filler  out  toxic 
impurities  in  the  air.  Bicycle  couri- 
ers and  now  commuters  wear  ihem. 
I  try  and  avoid  breathing  untill  Ipass 
the  taxi  but  the  lights  go  red. 

We  sit  side  by  side  at  Yonge 
and  Bloor  waiting  for  the  lights  lo 
change.  I  feel  Ihe  heal  of  the  taxi 
rising  up  my  legs  and  chest  and  I'm 
reminded  of  the  massive  propor- 
tionsof  the  automobile.  Ifeel  naked 
and  threatened  sharing  Ihe  road  with 
this  monster,  not  just  in  a  physical 
way  but  in  a  legal  way  also. 

In  the  blink  of  an  eye  1  cross 
Church  Sireei.  East  of  Church  cars 
can  again  park  on  Bloor  Street  and 
my  path  narrows.  The  usual  meter 
and  a  half  between  the  parked  cars 
and  ihe  righl  lane  of  traffic  does  noi 
exist  on  this  section  of  Bloor  Street. 
Plus  the  cars  come  to  a  complete 
standstill  so  I'm  forced  lo  ride 
through  a  foot  wide  canyon  of  cars. 
1  sit  up  tall  lo  spot  any  potential 
dangers  such  as  car  doors,  com- 
monly known  as  "Ihe  door  prize". 
With  two  fingers  on  Ihe  front  brake 
lever  and  my  thumb  touching  the 
ringer  of  my  bell,  I  slow  to  lOkm/h, 
I  approach  Sherboume  and 
buildup  speed,  from  here  to  Broad- 
view I'll  sprint.  The  cars  travel  at  a 
higher  raie  of  speed  here  which 
means  they  will  pass  me  doing  twice 
my  road  speed.  Like  oiher  cyclists  I 
found  this  a  scary  piece  of  road 
before  Ihe  new  and  long  overdue 
bicycle  lanes  from  Sherboume  lo 
Parliment  and  across  the  Bloor  via- 
duct (Castle  Frank  lo  Broadview), 
were  installed. 

I  make  the  lights  at  Castle 
Frank  doing  twenty-eight  clicks.  I 
round  the  bend,  bounce  over  Ihe  ex- 
pansion joint  and  I'm  back  on  Ihe 
bicycle  lane.  Only  now  do  I  feel 
safe.  Only  now  are  my  rights  to 
.space  on  the  road  clearly  defined. 
But  my  rights  are  short  lived,  the 
viaduct  is  barely  a  kilometre  long.  I 
reach  Broadview  and  lum  south 
towards  my  building.  My  cyclom- 
elre  reads  three  and  a  half  kilome- 
ters from  Bathursl  Street.  My  aver- 
age speed  was  17.85  km/h.  Maxi- 
I  mum  speed,  28  km^.  And  my  total 
trip  lime  was  nine  minutes  and  forty- 
three  seconds.  Not  my  fastest  cross- 
ing, but  a  good  ride. 


'BIKE  GOOD 


CAR  BAD 


It's  loo  big.  too  wasteful, 
too  expensive  and  it  kills.  Today's 
motor  vehicle  is  still  a  monsler  lo 
cities  and  urban  centres.  There  are 
serious  traffic  problems  in  Toronto, 
and  automobile  travel  is  slow  and 
aggravating.  If  you  make  good  time 
driving  you  will  spend  more  time 
searching  for  a  parking  space.  Or, 
you  can  save  lime  by  spending 
money  at  a  parking  lot. 


Motor  vehicles  are  expen- 
sive to  own  and  to  operate,  but 
they're  good  for  the  economy.  Sixly 
percent  of  all  the  world's  industry  is 
based  on  the  aulomobile.  Every  Car 
will  require  in  its  lifetime  and  for  its 
creation  a  warehouse  of  metals, 
plastics,  fluids,  fuel  and  other  male- 
rials.  Also,  in  exchange  for  gallons 
of  nonrenewable  fossil  fuels  a  car 
returns  tons  of  carbon  monoxideinlo 
I  he  atmosphere. 

Within  city  limits  the  use  of 
the  private  automobile  and  certain 
service  vehicles  should  be  discour- 
aged. But  reasonable  alternatives 
must  be  provided;  the  federal  gov- 
ernment should  channel  funds  into 
the  research  and  development  of 
altemalive  modes  of  transportation. 
We  know  that  allematives  to  Ihe  car 
exist,  and  thai  they  are  anexpanding 
breed.  i.erHumanpowered vehicles: 
bicycles,  HPVs,  pedal-cabs.  Small 
engine  vehicles:  mopeds.  scooters, 
moiorevcles  and  micro-cars. 


SPANDEX  BlC^di  SHoRT^  SOON 


TO  BE  HftN0ftTOR'(. 

We  as  a  society  are  now 
being  reprogrammed  lo  behave  en- 
vironmentally. This  long  overdue 
attitude  towards  our  ecosystem  was 
not  mainstream  in  North  America 
until  it  became  profitable.  Environ- 
mentally correct  behaviour  is  only 
accepted  and  practised  when  il 
doesn't  inlerfere  with  personal  in- 
come or  corporate  profit. 

If  a  choice  between  making 
money  or  saving  the  environment 
musl  be  made,  Ihe  individual  or 
corporation  believes  theirown  needs 
take  precedent.  But  altitudes  must 
be  collective  when  prioritising  profit 
making  and  our  environment.  If  the 
earth  is  where  we  all  make  our 
money.  Ihen  il  makes  sense  that  de- 
stroying the  earth  ultimately  inter- 
feres with  making  that  money. 

So  why  can'i  we  make 
money  on  environmenially  correct 
industrial  and  consumer  goods? 
Why  is  il  such  a  struggle  to  shift 
economic  priorities  to  include 
common  sense?  Why  don't  pigs  fiy? 
How  come  a  horse  won'i  lead  itself 
to  waier?  The  answers  to  these  and 
many  olher  spine  tingling  questions 
may  never  be  known. 

-D.W. 
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Nittmne,  Valm 


The  HERALD  Needs: 
(Please  circle  one.) 

a.  Writers 

b.  A  good  swift  kick  in  the  pants 

c.  Artists 

d.  Editors 

e.  Slaves 

f.  $2000  for  a  new  computer 

g.  Pate 


If  you  answered  "yes"  to  any  of  the 
above,  then  go  back  and  read  the 
instructions  more  carefully.  The 
correct  answer  is  all  of  the  above. 


FILM 


Festival  of  Festivals 


by  Steve  Graveslock 

There  were  iwo  obvious 
things  aboul  ihe  16lh  Annual  Fesli- 
val  of  FcsEivals.  Firsi:  ihe  program- 
mers did  splendid  jobs;  on  paper 
this  looked  like  Ihe  bcsi  fcslival 
ever.  However,  mosi  of  ihe  fiJmmak- 
crs  sluck  lo  a  now  entrenched  90's 
iradilion.  Their  work  was  inielli- 
gcnl  hui  uninspiring,  maybe  even  a 
liiilc  hollow.  Gus  Van  Sani's  My 
Own  Privaic  Idalui  was  emblem- 
atic. Il  lacked  clarily  and  drama 
though  you  had  to  respect  il.  (I'll 
reserve  furiher  comment  because 
Ihc  movie's  very  subtle  and  com- 
plex and  I  don'l  want  lo  dismiss  it 
unfairly;  il's  nol  really  the  kind  of 
niovic  you  can  accurately  assess  or 
appreciate  amidst  ihc  constant  rusli 
ofa  film  fcsiivid.)  Sciond:  ihe  besi 
films  and  ihc  hesi  lllmmakers 
seemed  to  be  cunsciously  avoiding 
contemporary  subjecis,  Some  look 
refuge  in  Ihc  70's.  the  lasi  decade 
where  one  could  be  politically  am- 
bivalent and  a\'i>id  LTucin\ion. 
Others  weni  furiher  hack  or  placed 
Iheir  work  in  a  limcless  vacuum.  By 
doing  so.  lliese  filmmakers  all 
avoided  ideology  and  forgrounded 
individual  choices  and  cullural 
complications.  They  refused  lo 
simplify  or  schemalize  ihmgs,  I'm 
not  going  lo  suggest  lhal  they 
avoided  contemporary  lopics  be- 
cause they  didn'l  want  lo  deal  wiih 
ihc  bogus  polilicizalion  running 
through  Western  culture  right  now 
...  but  then  again  maybe  1  just  did. 
Anyway  here  are  some  of  the  high- 
lights and  horrors. 


Isauc  Ju lien's  Ynitiii;  Siml 
RebcU  focuses  on  a  central  70's 
event,  the  Queen's  Silver  Jubilee 
when  the  Sen  P'lstoh  first  became 
infamous,  However,  Julien  revises 
the  traditional  view  of  Ihe  penod, 
concenlraling  on  groups  lhai  were 
nvcrlooked  or  ignored  at  the  lime 
(espLTLially  by  the  left  wing  and  the 
hohemians);  blacks  and  gays.  Dur- 
ing the  punk  period,  bohos  consid- 
ered disco  and  funk  anaihema.  the 
perfetJi  example  of  mindless  corpo- 
rate mlture.  Tliere  was  always 
somcllimg  racisi  and  homophobic 
aboul  this  view  {though  the  only 
person  to  point  this  out  at  the  lime 
was  Lcsier  Bangs  in  his  brilliant 
piece  While  Noi.u-  Siipre/nuiixis,  ) 
and  Julicn  sets  ihings  right.  For  Cas 
and  Chris,  his  two  prolagonisls.disco 
and  funk  represent  rebellion  and  al- 
low Ihem  a  way  to  express  them- 
selves. They  run  a  piraie  radio  sta- 
tion and  DJ  around  town. 

Yoittifi  Sniil  RvbvlswiW  al- 
most certainly  be  compared  lo  Spike 
Lee  and  Bnv:  A'  ilie  Himcl  but  il 
never  even  gels  close  lo  dial  sort  of 
agitprop.  It  reLOgni/es  nils  and 
complications  in  black  culture 
(especially  concerning  gays)  and 
heUveen  art  and  commerce.  Cas  is 
gay  and  quite  happy  with  gi^'ging 
every  imce  in  a  while  and  cruisuig; 
Chris  wanis  to  gel  their  show  nn  a 
real  M.ilioii  and  maybe  even  make 
Slime  iniiiiey.  Julien  resolves  these 
ililfinnias  in  personal  raiher  lhan 
|>iiIiIil;i1  leniis,  ihniLieli  Iriendsliip 

l.ah.l  Ih.lll  Ukoinev   "U  .  .1  lailMsN 

'Miluiion,  III  ,il  Ik  si  .1  |iLiilial  one,  hul 
the  tilmmaker  is  too  smart  lo  be- 
lieve in  programs  and  doctrine. 

aaWWWV 


JohnFrankenheimer's  J'f«f 
c/f/ie  Gun  is  about  Joe  Sirummer's 
favourite  pizza  joint,  ihe  Brigado 
Rossi.ThoughFrankenliemierhasa 
reputation  as  a  lellisl  il>ee;iuse  ol 
The  Maiii  huniiit  {  ,iiulul<ii<-  :iiid 
Dead  fhun'  ,ui  ,  ■■iiiii>jy 
Ihrillerliednl.i  >  ,r.,y\,  ,.|  ,,,  ,, 
his  bean  \^Ms  hUinv,  lu  ^en- 


ter. This  film  documents  the  ethical 
collapse  of  radical  leftist  move- 
ments. The  leader  of  the  cell  Ihe 
characters  become  involved  with  is 
a  ruthless  killer,  more  concerned 
with  keeping  his  group  pure  than  Ihe 
troubles  of  the  masses,  (He's  a  nas- 
cent bureaucrat.)  Modelled  after 
classic  political  thrillers  like  Cosla- 
Gavras'sZ,  Year  of  ihe  Gun  is  fran- 
tic, shifty  and  justifiably  paranoid. 
The  ground  keeps  falling  out  from 
beneaih  you  and  people  keep  sur- 
prising you;  no  one  can  be  irusied. 
including  ihecallow,  politically  dis- 
enchanled  hero  played  by  Andrew 
McCarthy  (whom  Frankenheimer 
■actually  gels  a  good  performance 
oul  of.)  The  rest  of  the  cast  —  par- 
ticularly Sharon  Stone,  John  Pankow 
and  Valeria  GoHno  —  is  equally 
good  or  better. 

Talk  16  has  a  great  subject. 
Local  filmmakers  Adrienne  Mitch- 
ell and  JanisLundman  followed  five 
16  year  old  girls  around  for  a  year 
recording  iheir  trials  and  Iribula- 
lions.  It's  a  noble  project  since  teen- 
agers are  talked  about,  marketed  al, 
but  seldom  spoken  with.  The  girls 
were  chosen  to  represent  the  broad 
spectrum  of  Canadian  society.  Luck- 
ily, they're  too  smart,  loo  funny  and 
loo  lively  lo  fil  comfortably  into 
categories,  They  all  come  through 
as  individuals. 


called  The  Body  Beauiifid  which 
sometimes  veers  too  close  lo  the 
schematic  and  easy;  the  intensily  of 
the  emotions  always  redeem  it, 
however. 

The  otherprogram  was  even 
beiier.  f^ot  Backyard  Movie,  Bruce 
Weber  collected  his  father's  mov- 
ies and  added  a  written  commen- 
tary. The  result  was  an  exquisite, 
elegiac  meditation  on  beauty,  highly 
reminiscent  of  Weber'smasterpiece 
Lel'sGeiLusi.  Christopher Ne why's 
Relax  skillfully  dramatizes  the  un- 
bearable lension  of  wailing  for  HIV 
lest  resulls,  Stephen  Cummins's 
Resonance,  about  gay-bashing,  is 
sometimes  a  little  silly  but  it's  very 
compeiemly  done  and  features  some 
great  dance  sequences.  The  screen- 
ing for  Su  Friedrich's  weak  but  re- 
spectable First  Comes  Love  was 
marred  by  the  worst  behaviour  I've 
ever  experienced  al  the  Festival  or 
in  any  iheaire  anywhere.  The  audi- 
ence, unable  lo  sit  still  and  shut  up 
for  the  duration  of  Ihe  film  (which 
was  only  22  minutes)  shrieked  and 
hollered  throughout  the  second  half. 
Some  members  even  tried  to  block 
the  projection  equipment.  I  didn't 
like  the  film  but  it  certainly  didn'l 
deserve  that  kind  of  reaction.  I'm 
not  hostile  to  audiences  expressing 
displeasure  bul  this  was  utterly  ri- 
diculous. If  they  couldn't  sit  still 


Every  once  in  a  while  the 
fihtimakers  lapse;  they're  generally 
radicrnasiy  to  the  parents  and  some- 
times Ihey  set  the  girls  up  for  cheap 
laughs.  There's  a  raiher  bald,  ri- 
diculous question  about  feminism 
which  the  girls  won't  or  can't  re- 
spond to  (  an  incident  much  adored 
by  Ihe  smug  Festival  audience  I  saw 
the  movie  with).  Teenagers,  as  this 
movie  shows,  aren't  prone  lo  ab- 
straction. In  fact,  they're  very 
guarded  aboul  that  sort  of  thing.  It's 
an  indication  of  how  good  the 
filmmakers'  instincts  are  thai  this 
son  of  incident  doesn't  happen  loo 
often. They  lei  the  girls  set  Ihe  agenda 
and.  when  they're  discussing  im- 
mediate issuer,  Ihey  explode  all 
those  myths  about  teenagers  being 
empiy-headed  and  shallow. 

The  two  major  short  pro- 
grams included  some  siinkers 
(Richard  Faradiso\ ^.<vi/'K' which 
had  the  cflroiikn,  lo  compare  a 
riliiini;ik^  [  X  iiiiMi.r  ihlcmnia  to  ihe 
1  n.iii^k  I  iLini  \  I -lie  in  whit  il  many 
minii^^r.iiii  .vniMin  ucrc  killed  be- 
cause Ihe  o\MiLrs  lotked  them  in) 
and  disappiniuiiieois  (Christian 
Black^^olld\  Sh'phamc  ami  lite 
MoiUiiHt-  was  obvious  and  bencalh 
him  t.  For  ihe  most  pan  though  bolh 
were  prelly  impressive.  Nicole 
Hololceiici  :iriil  Ad, nil  Isidore  did 
some  \u)  pn.kssuiiiiil  ,ind  willy 
work  III. \/),i;;  vc/ni/(.  /nr  kcii  lJ,-li^hl. 
The  Brothers  Quay  produced  an 
exquisite  ammaled  piece  aboul 
dreams  (unlike  most  animated  pieces 
It's  neither  precious  orjoyless)  while 
Ngozi  Onwurah  offered  a  touching, 
exircmcly  personal  documentary 


A  CLEARCUT  MISTAKE? 


and  accept  something  that's  only  20 
minutes  long,  what  the  hell  were 
Ihey  doing  at  a  short  film  pro- 
gramme? 

Martha  Coolidge's  Ram- 
bling; Rose  was  the  best  film  I  saw 
at  Ihe  Festival  and  the  biggest  shock. 
Coolidge  has  shown  modest  talent 
before  bul  nolhing  like  this.  Herdi- 
rection  iselegant  and  inielligeni  and 
so  is  Calder  Willingham's  script. 
The  film's  marred  by  a  frame  lhai's 
way  loo  obvious  but  this  is  a  minor 
flaw. 

There  were  a  couple  of  bum- 
mers including  Terry  Gilliam's  re- 
pulsive and  hypocriticalT/ie  Fisher 
King  which  revives  Ihe  most  ludi- 
crous 60's  romantic  fantasies  about 
madness.  Kicslowski'sOmWct.i/e 
of  \  i'i,'iihit<,'  «;isiri  terrible  hut  it 
wjs  eslieiiiel)  arty.  Gaspar  Noe"s 
Came  was  an  ugly  meaningless 
piece  which  substitutes  slaughter 
for  ideas.  (Il  won  the  best  short  film 
prize  at  Cannes.)  The  worst  film  I 
saw  al  the  festival  was  Peter  McMa- 
hon's  The  Falls.  The  film  irics  lo 
use  (or  raiher  rips  off)  some  of  the 
techniques  Chris  Marker  used  in  his 
unreadable  classic  Sans  Soleil.  hi 
spiril,  though.  The  Falls  is  much 
closer  to  Michael  Moore\  horren- 
dous/?<j,i;crfin(/ Me,  miKking  people 
for  Iheir  bad  lasic  as  if  bad  lasle  was 
a  cardinal  sin.  If  this  is  true.  McMa- 
hon's  soul  is  doomed  for  sure.  In 
one  scene,  while  viciously  slander- 
ing the  people  in  a  gili  shop,  he 
doesn't  even  have  the  integrily  lo 
record  Iheir  aelual  words.  Instead, 
he  has  aclors  and  actresses  pul  siu- 
pid  sialements  in  iheir  nioulhs. 


S.  W.  Erdna 

1  looked  forward  to  Richard 
Bugajski's  Cleareui.  His  last  film. 
The  Inlerrogalion.  was  a  fabulous, 
nasly  film  about  life  for  "political 
prisoners"  in  a  Polish  prison.  The 
film  was  impressive  in  its  power,  its 
sympathy  for  its  characters,  its 
approach  lo  but  near  circumvenlion 
of  prison  film  cliches,  and  its  cour- 
age. Bugajski  was  not  allowed  lo 
make  another  film  in  Poland,  and 
eveniually  emigrated  to  Canada. 

How  sad,  bul  how  wonder- 
ful for  us  I  ihoughl.  It's  always  the 
Americans  who  gel  the  great  emigre 
filmmakers:  Lubitsch,  Lang,  Renoir, 
Hitchcock,  Frears,  Schepisi,  etc. etc. 
Now  Canada  gets  its  own  great  im- 
port! (We  wasted  our  chance  with 
Leni  Riefenslahl;  some  footage  of 
Lester  Pearson  rallying  the  masses  a 
la  Nuremberg  would  sure  come  in 
handy  now  as  a  national  unity  tool.) 
Unfortunately  Bugajski  has 
stumbled  in  his  Finil  Canadian  out- 
ing. The  good  news  is  he  hasn't 
entirely  lost  it:  there  are  some  fine 
powerful  scenes,  he  shows  sympa- 
thy for  all  his  characters,  none  are 
devils  and  none  are  heroes,  and  he 
still  has  the  courage  lo  make  a  strong 
assault  on  a  system  which  is  so 
rotten  that  simple  liberal  platitudes 
won't  make  it  all  belter. 

Now  to  the  bad  news. 

Lei's  start  with  the  story 
(warning  to  purisis:  I'm  about  lo 
give  away  the  entire  idiotic  plot). 
Peier  (Ron  Lea)  is  a  Toronto  "good 
lawyer"  who  defends  a  native  band 
against  logging  interests.  He  loses. 
For  less  than  convincing  reasons 
Peter  winds  up  with  angry  young 
naii\'e  ,\rl)iur(tinih,iin  Greene)  who 
kKlnaps  ilie  \Ke.ilihy  logging  mag- 
nate (Michael  Hogan).  leads  the  Iwo 
ofihem  hither,  thither  and  yon.  bites 
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wealthy  logging  magnate's  legs.eals 
a  spider,  splatters  acouple  of  police- 
men's brains  all  over  the  Canadian 
shield,  chops  off  his  own  finger  and 
commits  suicide  by  walking  imo  a 
lake. 

What  is  this  shit?  I  can  see 
certain  things  must  have  appealed 
lo  Bugajski  when  he  read  the  script, 
bul  come  on  Richard.  Were  you  just 
so  tired  of  the  glacial  pace  of  gelling 
your  own  projects  off  the  ground  in 
Ibis  country  that  you  were  willing  to 
overiook  the  stupidity  of  this  story 
just  lo  actually  film  again? 

There  is  an  irony  here:  in  a 
communist  counlry  Bugajski  made 
an  anti-communist  film  and  now 
that  he's  in  a  capitalist  couniry  he's 
made  an  anli-capilalisi  film.  The 
biilemess  of  ihe  irony  is  that  in  both 
cases  he  lost  his  fight  (at  least  in  the 
short  term).  In  Poland  he  made  a 
maslerpeice  thai  no  one  could  see 
and  in  Canada  he's  made  a  peice  of 
junk  lhal  anyone  can  see.  The  au- 
thoritarian communists  of  1980 
Poland  won  by  banning  his  film  and 
nol  allowing  him  lo  make  another. 
Bul  capitalism  beat  him  in  much 
more  subtle  ways. 

First  and  foremost,  he  was 
I  beaten  by  corporate,  deal-driven 
^  filmmaking.  One  suspects  lhal  there 
!  has  been  one  loo  many  manicured 
I  finger  in  the  pie.  One  suspects  thai 
I  the  scenes  in  the  script  were  evalu- 
'  ated  nol  by  the  demands  of  internal 
logic,  nor  because  they  develop  ihe 
cliaraciers.  nor  ihe  story,  nor  the 
issue,  nor  because  they  arc  beauti- 
ful. They  certainly  weren't  evalu- 
ated on  Ihe  basis  of  dialogue  (which 
is  quite  bad).  Each  scene  was  obvi- 
ously judged  by  Ihe  opportunity  it 
provided  lo  adhere  lo  ihe  sliock- 
every-lwelve-and-a-half-niinuies 
rule. 

John  Harkness  has  noted  the 
law  of  economics  which  slates  lhal 
Ihe  hii^yei  ilu-  liiidi^ei,  the  Stupider 
the  iiioM,  i.  /(/  IS  a  medium 
budgei  iniivie  .nut  therefore  only 


medium  stupid.  For  example,  lei's 
look  at  the  presentation  of  the  Na- 
tives: ihey  are  neither  Indian  stere- 
otypes served  up  straight  (stupid, 
and  today  probably  economic  sui- 
cide), nor  stereotypes  smashed 
(smart,  but  loo  challenging  for  a 
wide  audience  and  hence  nol  ihe 
soundest  economic  decision),  bul 
stereolypes tinkered  wiih  (al!  around 
best  financial  strategy).  So  Arthur 
is  just  the  latest  incarnation  of  the 
noble  savage.  Ihe  wily  injun,  the 
blood  thirsty  Apache. 

Take  the  scene  where  the 
two  white  guys  sneak  off  while 
Arthur  is  becoming  one  wiih  Mother 
Earth.  The  two  while  guys  toil  and 
sweat  down  a  mountain,  and  ihey 
make  good  time  too.  more  due  to  the 
facithat  Ihey  lumbleand  fall  most  of 
Ihe  way,  than  to  any  mountaineer- 
ing skill.  Andjusi  when  all  the  people 
who've  never  seen  a  film  before 
think  the  two  are  home  free,  ihere's 
old  Arthur,  clean,  swealless,  not 
panling.  just  standing  there  like  he'd 
been  teleported. 

It's  nol  lhal  this  scene  abso- 
lutely couldn't  happen,  il'sjust  thai 
il 's  happened  so  many  limes  before, 
and  always  from  the  white  guy's 
point  of  view.  Now  il's  common 
sense  lhal  a  young,  healthy,  reserve 
native  would  move  faster  through  a 
forest  lhan  a  Toronto  lawyer  and  a 
pencil-necked  industrialist  with  no 
skin  on  his  legs,  but  how  diflereiu  it 
would  he  if  we  just  saw  the  scene 
from  Arthur's  point  of  view!  To 
have  seen  Arthur's  run  through  the 
woods  would  have  been  a  pure  cine- 
malic  Ireai.  Ihe  thrill  ot  Ihe  virtuoso. 
Ihe  joy  ol  coiiirolled  speed,  ihe 
beauty  and  sireiifjili  and  km  ol  Ihe 
aihlele,  and  the  dark  delight  of  fi- 
nally having  the  advantage  over  ihe 
people  who've  always  lyMvou  what 
lo  do.  In  Clearaif  we  don't  gel  any 
of  this.  Instead  we  gel  the  wily  in- 
jun. the  noble  savage,  and  the  inher- 
ent assumption  thai  us  white  ^iiy-' 
will  never  undersmnd  his  kind. 
Bugajski  was  also  beaten  by  the 
economics  of  acting  m  ihis  country. 
Simply  put  11  doesn't  pay  lo  become 
a  good  actor  in  Canada,  so  our  act- 
ing talent  lends  to  drop  oul  in  favour 
of  feeding  iheir  children,  or  move  to 
Ihe  Slates,  or  go  to  Siralford  and 
develop  a  strange  niid-Atlanlic  ac- 
cent. Canada"  does  give  financial 
reward  lo  pretty  faces  (like  Ron 
Lea)  and  Johnny  One-Nole  charica- 
lurisls  suitable  for  sitcoms  (Michael 
Hogan  —  though  I  am  lold  he  can 
actually  aci;  anyway  he's  horren- 
dous in  this).  The  only  real  actor  in 
Cleareui  IsGrahamGreene.andhe 
is  far  and  away  ihe  finest  thing  in 
this  movie.  Greene  is  a  very  charis- 
matic actor;  you  can'l  take  your 
eyes  off  him.  His  range  is  astonish- 
ing: from  the  outrageous  clowning 
in  Diy  Lips  Ouahia  Move  lo  Ka- 
puskasiufi.  lo  his  sitnie  faced  holy 
man  in  Dain  <■•.  U  /(// 11  olves.  lo  the 
angry  man  with  inner  peace  in 
Cleareui.  he  has  neveryel  hit  a  false 
note. 

1  reali/e  I'm  cutting  Bugajski  a 
loi  o!  sljek,  .liter  all,  if  Graham 
Cireeiie  s  laleni  can  shine  through  a 
[Crrible  script,  why  can'l  Bugajski's' 
Why  indeed;  lots  of  directors  h;i\  e 
managed  to  make  good  films  wiih 
one  hand  tied  behind  their  backs. 
We'ltju.sthavclo  wail  for  Bugajski's 
next  film  before  we  can  decide  if  we 
can  acquit  him  of  ibis  stinker  or  if 
the  ten  years  he  lost  since  making 
Theinivrrofiaiion  have  ruined  him. 
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INTERVIEW  WITH  HOURS  AND  TIMES  DIRECTOR 


CHRISTOPHER  MUNCH 


Praise  For  Raise  the  Red  Lantern 


Steve  Gravestock 

Christopher  Munch's  The 
Hours  and  Times  focuses  on  the 
relationship  between  Beaile  man- 
ager Brian  Epstein  (who  was  gay) 
and  band  leader  John  Lennon  (who 
wasn't).  A  cursory  description  of 
the  film  may  lead  you  to  expect  a 
fantasy  about  celebrity,  perhaps  a 
combination  of  Almodovar  and 
Doclorow.  Instead,  it's  a  sincere 
drama  about  the  friendship  between 
an  older,  educated  gay  man  and  an 
eager-to-leam.ynungerstraight.But 
it's  not  a  gay  rights  polemic;  it's 
broader,  dealing  with  the  nature  of 
friendship  —  its  demands,  rewards, 
and  its  often  transitory  nature. 

Hours  and  Times  has  an 
almost  elegiac  tone.  It's  set  in  1963 
not  long  before  the  Beatles  broke  in 
the  U.S.,  when  life  changed  dra- 
matically for  both  Epstein  and  Len- 
non. Epstein,  of  course,  died  four 
years  later. 


Ironically,  ian  was  in  Cali- 
fornia while  I  was  in  England  cast- 
ing. When  he  came  back  wc  hung 
out  and  became  close  and  then  it 
was  like  jumping  into  a  stream  and 
I  did  it.  I'd  been  waiting  so  long  -  not 
waiting  really  -  but  I'd  taken  every- 
thing pretty  much  to  the  point  where 
I  was  ready  to  begin,  yet  I  couldn't 
because  I  didn't  have  an  actor.  The 
rest  of  it  was  a  dream/nightmare. 

I'd  written  the  screenplay  in 
1988;  it  was  done  very  quickly  in  a 
couple  of  days.  There  were  a  few 
more  drafts  after  that.  I  went  to 
England  that  spring  and  we  shot  it  in 
August,  mainly  in  Barcelona,  in  six 
days.  I  got  the  first  print  a  few  months 
later  and  moved  back  to  L.A. 

It  took  a  much  longer  time 
in  post-production  than  I'd  antici- 
pated. Though  I  wasn't  working 
diligently  all  that  lime.  It  was  con 
ccived  as  a  project  that  would  go 


This  is  only  Munch's  third 
feature  but  it's  a  very  assured  piece 
of  work.  His  cinematography  (he 
did  everything  —  shooting,  editing, 
directing,  producing,  and  financing) 
is  clean  and  precise;  and  he  gets 
strong  performances  from  both 
David  Angus,  as  Epstein,  and  Ian 
Hart  who  plays  Lennon. 

At  limes,  the  movie  seems  a 
little  too  sincere  and  slow,  but  it's 
ultimately  quite  rewarding,  offer- 
ing a  refreshingly  modulated  view 
of  friendship.  It  was  a  real  respite 
after  the  horrendously  "artistic" 
Clinic,  the  movie  it  was  paired  with 
at  the  Festival.  I  spoke  wiih  Munch 
in  the  Sution  Place  Hotel  Tea  Room 
after  attending  the  Gus  Van  Sant 
press  conference.  We  talked  a  little 
about  films  we'd  seen  —  he's  a  big 
Agnes  Varda  fan  —  and  then  got 
down  to  it. 

Q.  Whal  sparked  your  iuieresi  in 
Brian  Epstein? 

A.  Hisclothes actually  (laughs).  No. 
it  wasn't  so  much  him  as  the  idea  of 
friendship.  When  you  have  a  good 
friendship,  it's  a  very  moving  thing. 
This  one  is  very  painful  but  in  a 
good,  transfomiationa!  sort  of  way. 
ll's  very  compelling  forbothoftheni. 
I  wasn't  really  a  Beatles  fan  before 
1  became  interested  in  Ihe  project. 
Q.  Hill  yini  have  any  ptiriiadar 
pniitlfiiis  Willi  I  (iMliifi  ' 
A.  Well,  David  Agnus  —  who  plays 
Epstein  —  I  met  very  early  on  in 
produciion.  And  once  1  made  the 
decision,  that  the  way  he  "d  portray  it 
was  the  way  I'd  like  it  to  he  por- 
trayed, it  was  easy  to  accept  him  in 
the  role.  Finding  someone  for  Len- 
non was  much  more  difficult.  I  ap- 
proached everybody,  basically,  but 
nobody  seemed  to  be  right.  Ian  Davis 
(Lennon)  was  recommended  to  me 
by  a  casting  director  in  Liverpool, 
who  hadn't  worked  with  him,  but 
who  knew  his  work. 


very  smoothly  and  noi  require  a  lot 
of  time;  it  required  it  nonetheless. 
It's  probably  hopeless  to  think  of 
things  in  those  terms:  ovcpy'lhing 
has  its  own  complications, 
Q.  Ian  Dovis  looks  a  lot  like  Lennon. 
was  this  one  of  your  reasons  for 
casrinf;  him'.' 

A.  I  was  worried  about  that.  I'd 
admired  other  performances  and 
other  productions.  For  example. 
Yoko'sTV  special  and  Bernard  Hill 
in  the  BBC's  Day  in  the  Life.  Physi- 
cally, we  could  have  done  a  lot  more 
stuff  to  make  Ian  look  more  like 
Lennon.  For  example,  his  nose.  He 
looks  more  like  Ringo. 

But,  in  a  way,  I  was  glad  he 
didn't  resemble  him  more  —  the 
closer  the  likeness  the  more  closely 
he  would've  been  scrutinized. 
Q.  Did  you  alter  the  script  once 
you'd  cast  the  film? 
A.  If  the  film  wasn't  based  on  actual 
people  I  would  have  developed  the 
characters  more  with  the  actors. 

With  David,  I  adjusted  my 
thinking  a  bit.  Originally,  I'd  seen 
David  in  the  role  of  the  Spaniard 
they  meet  in  the  bar.  He  wasn't  right 
for  that.  However,  he  struck  nie  as 
very  facile  —  technically.  That  in 
itself  was  very  tempting.  I'd  basi- 
cally worked  with  more  American- 
style,  more  intuitive  sort  of  actors. 
Bui  David's  classically  trained  as  a 
stage  actor. 

1  really  liked  the  contrast 
between  the  acting  styles.  Ian  was 
very  different  —  all  over  the  place, 
very  emotional,  but  also  very  con- 
tained. David's  was  moreof  a  tech- 
nical process. 

Q.  How  did  you  finance  Hours  and 
Times? 

A.  I  didn't.  I  financed  it  myself. This 
method  isn't  very  practical  unless 
you're  really  wealthy,  which  I'm 
not.  I  knew  ii  was  a  film  I  could 
make  on  a  very  small  scale  and  it 
seemed  important  thai  I  did  it  that 


way.  I  don't  ever  want  to  make  a 
film  that  way  again,  though  it  frees 
you  from  a  lot  of  things. 
Q.  Did  you  ever  think  ahoui  shoal- 
ing the  movie  in  colour? 
A,  No.  Black  and  white  is  better 
suited  to  people's  mental  images  of 
the  period  —  of  the  Beatles  —  at 
that  time.  On  a  practical  level,  shoot- 
ing in  black  and  white  helped.  We 
didn't  have  to  spend  a  lot  of  money 
on  art  direction  to  get  a  good  look. 
Q.  What  are  your  plans  for  distribu- 
tion? 

A.  It's  only  an  hour  so  that  makes  it 
a  bit  difficult.  Theatrically  anyway, 
though  I  do  think  it  could  run  theat- 
rically. It's  Just  a  matter  of  connect- 
ing up  with  the  right  company  to 
handle  it.  I  don't  have  any  definite 
plans  yet  though  I'm  going  to  do 
more  festivals.  The  only  one  lined 
up  right  now  is  Sundance.  I'm 
hoping  to  gel  it  into  the  AFI  Festival 
but  I  haven't  received  an  invitation 
yel.  They  haven't  really  seen  the 
movie  since  I  only  finished  it  about 
a  week  before  I  came  here.  This  is 
the  first  time  anyone's  seen  it. 
Q.  Are  you  pleased  with  the  recep- 
tion so  far? 

A.  I'm  pleased  that  the  film's  been 
effecting  people  the  way  it  has. 
Q.  What's  your  next  projecl? 
A-  Well,  I'm  preparing  a  film  that  I 
think  I'm  going  to  do.  It's  a  period 
pK  Lc  sL't  ill  California  about  a  young 
uKin  wliii  ines  to  rescue  a  railroad 
'hai  s  iiiiw)!  bankrupt.  He's  very 
cr;\/.y.  vL'r\'  i>hsc-.sed  with  this  rail- 
rii.td:  It  s  kmd  ol  a  Herzog  type  of 
iliing  about  the  sublimation  of  steel, 

I  W  San/  »  M-  MSked  if  he  i.vw 

worried  about  bfing  classified  as  a 
liayfdmmaker.  Are  you  concerned 
about  heini;  pificon-holed  because 
of  Hours  and  Times'  subject? 
A.  Not  really.  It's  not  really  a  gay 
film.  Its  applicability  is  fairiy  broad. 
It's  unsettling  that  neither  of  these 
people  is  getting  what  they  want. 
On  the  other  hand,  it's  leading  them 
to  where  they  want  to  go.  It's  a 
powerful  sort  of  longing  and  allows 
them  to  see  themselves  in  terms  of 
their  highest  values,  to  achieve  self- 
awareness,  and  realize  what  they 
want  to  be  doing,  in  general,  and  in 
terms  of  their  life  together. 
My  next  project  is  completely  dif- 
ferent. Not  to  say  that  I  wouldn't 
cover  similar  material  in  the  future. 
There  are  a  lot  of  projects  I'd  like  to 
do. 


Chris  Philpott 

About  a  third  of  the  way 
through  Zhang  Yimou's  Raise  Ihe 
Red  Lantern  I  got  very  excited. 
Everyth'mg  was  proceeding  very  or- 
derly, very  simply,  when  I  slowly 
began  to  suspect  (hat  what  I  was 
watching  was  not  Just  another  good 
film  in  a  festival  loaded  with  good 
films.  This,  I  thought,  is  a  master- 
piece. Having  thus  raised  my  expec- 
tations I  was  not  once  disappointed. 
I  experienced  the  greatest  of  pleas- 
ures: sitting  and  watching  without 
bias  a  great  film;  a  work  which  is 
timeless,  vinually  fiawless.  a  work 
which  is  as  simple  and  pure  as  a 
prime  number. 

It  is  a  siorj'  of  a  woman  who 
become,s  the  fourth  wife  of  a  wealthy 
Chinese  man.  It  follows  the  plans 
and  plois  of  the  wives  and  servants 
as  they  play  an  intricate  game  de- 
signed for  the  benefit  of  the  hus- 
band- 

The  solution  to  the  prob- 
lems of  these  characters  is  painfully 
obvious  to  all  of  us  late  20th  century 
Western  feminists  in  the  audience. 
I'm  sure  we'd  all  like  to  shout  like 
kids  at  a  screening  of  Snow  White: 
"Don't  eat  Ihe  apple!"  But  Snow 
White  always  eats  the  apple.  And 
the  wives  in  Red  Lantern  never 
thump  the  table  and  cry,  "This  is 
bullshit!  Let's  do  some  conscious- 
ness raising!" They  eai  iheir  apples. 
It's  been  said  that  Othello  would 
have  no  difficulty  with  Hamlet's 
predicament  nor  Hamlet  with 
Othello's.  Zhang,  like  Shakespeare, 
understands  that  great  tragedy  inex- 
tricably links  characierand  situation. 
I(  becomes painful/y  irrelevant  whal 
a  viewer  would  do  in  ilie  character's 
situation. 

Our  removal  in  time,  (and 
for  Toronlonians,  in  place)  allows 
us  the  privelege  of  easy  diagnosis  of 
the  aiinienis  but  wc  are  not  allowed 
such  distance  that  we  can  dismiss 
the  story  as  irrelevant,  like  reading 
some  lesser  Victorian  novel  about 
the  evils  of  arranged  marriages  or 
restrictive  divorce  laws  where  you 
can  toss  the  book  aside  after  100 
pages,  muttering,  "Let  them  suf- 
fer." Neither  is  there  some  cloying 
historical  parallel  which  makes  the 
story  "as  relevant  as  today's  head- 
lines." In  fact.  Red  Lantern  is  much 
more  relevant  than  today's  head- 
lines because  these  social  structures 
are  timeless  and  universal.  "I'm  not 
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suggesting  that  people  still  live  this 
way.  only  that  they  still  think  this 
way. "-  Zhang  Yimou. 

I've  been  hesitant  to  admit 
to  myself  that  Zhang  is  indeed  a 
great  director;  one  doesn't  want  to 
enter  into  these  grand  pronounce- 
ments lightly.  His  first  film.  Red 
Sorghum,  was  no!  quite  a  great  film 
but  certainly  one  of  the  best  first 
films  of  the  I980's.  I  couldn't  help 
feeling  while  watching  his  second. 
Ju  Don.  that  Ihe  central  location  was 
contrived  to  give  Zhang  (a  fomicr 
cinemalogrjpher)  free  reign  to  play 
with  colour,  (Anotherasset  in  these 
films  is  that  Hollywood's  old  dis- 
carded Technicolor  plants  were  all 
sold  to  China  when  Hollywood 
"upgraded"  to  the  cheaper  Eastman- 
color  process;  Zhang  has  a  penchant 
for  primary  reds,  yellows  and  blues 
and  Technicolor  is  clearly  superior 
in  delivering  pure  hues.) 
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In  Raise  the  Red  Lantern  the  colour 
and  the  story  become  one.  Zhang's 
skills  as  a  cinemalographer  do  nol 
conflict  wiih  his  desires  as  slo- 
rylcller.  This  is  Zhang's  most  re- 
fined film,  and  some  credit,  one 
suspects,  must  be  given  to  Hou 
Hsiao-hsien.  the  executive  producer 
of  Red  Lantern  and  himself  one  of 
the  fittest  directors  in  contemporary 
cinema,  Hou  is  one  of  the  most  rig- 
orous and  rescned  stylists  in  ihc 
history  of  film.  His  influence  on 
Zhang  is  subtle;  Zhang  copies  none 
of  Hou's  mannerisms  (like  filming 
scenes  from  an  adjacent  room 
through  an  open  door)  but  he  does 
lighten  his  style  somewhat.  Every- 
thing seems  more  orderiy;  instead 
of  striving  for  an  effect.  21hang  now 
strives  for  perfection.  Hou's  influ- 
ence may  ruin  many  a  fine  director 
(for  example  Edward  Yang,  a  friend 
of  Hou's  whose  turgid  A  Brighter 
Summer  Day  screened  at  this  year's 
festival),  but  Zhang's  anarchic 
humanism  benefits  enormously 
from  Hou's  discipline. 

Alliance  has  picked  up  the 
Canadian  rights  so  Red  Lantern  will 
probably  be  opening  fairly  soon  in 
Toronto.  Go  see  it. 


Festival  Films  That  Regular  Folks  Should  See 


Mimi  Choi 

It's  always  a  bit  of  a  crap- 
shoi  which  Fesiival  films  will  gel 
picked  up  for  major  release.  The 
galas  no  doubl  will  and  the  obscure 
shon  films  probably  will  not.  bui 
ihere  is  thai  vasi  middle  ground  of 
marginally  cull  and  semi-famous 
films  and  filmmakers  that  may  be 
doomed  to  obscurity  or  possibly 
revived  through  video.  Among  the 
films  I  saw  during  (he  annual  bac- 
chanalia  in  Toronto,  these  are  the 
ones  1  hope  will  return  so  regular 
folks  can  see  them: 

I  saw  Derek  Jarman's  Ed- 
ward II  and  Gus  Van  Sant's  My 
Own  Private  Idaho  on  consecutive 
nights.  TTiese  choices  came  by 
accident  rather  than  by  design,  but 
in  retrospect,  1  think  they  would 
make  an  intriguing  double  bill. 
British  Jarman  and  American  Van 
Sant  work  as  unapoiogetic  and  sub- 
versive undercurrents  in  their  re- 
spective national  cinemas,  so  it  is 
noteworthy  that  both  have  used 
Elizabethan  texts  to  base  their  latest 
films.  Jarman  uses  ChristopherMar- 
iowe's  play  and  Van  Sant  lifts  a 
good  chunk  of  Shakespeare's  Henry 
IV.  You  could  call  it  pushing  the 
envelope  or  whatever — but  frankly, 
thut  has  become  an  overused  phrase 
whose  meaning  has  been  wom  out. 
Undoubtedly,  Ihere  is  some  shock 
value  in  (heir  motives,  but  both  films 
(probably  more  so  with  Jarman), 
demand  a  close  examination  beyond 
the  bludgeoning  style. 

First.  Ihere  is  the  whole 
homosexual  theme.  ForJarman.it 
ispolilical  as  well  as  romantic/erotic. 
The  fact  thai  Piers  Gavesion  (An- 
drew Tieman)  has  both  the  ear  and 
love  of  the  king  enrages  coun  and 
clergy  and  so  his  exile  and  ultimate 
demise  are  plotled  and  executed. 
Thus,  the  audience's  sympathy  goes 
to  the  tragic  lovers  and  scorn  to  ihe 
self-interested  hypocrites:  "society," 
as  it  might  be  called  today.  Al- 
though the  period  and  language  are 
archaic,  Jarman  treats  Ihe  narrative 
as  current,  may  be  even  universal. 

Some  other  reviewer  has 
commented  that  the  modem  dress 
of  Jarman's  characters  is  quite  con- 
fusing and  distracts  from  the  narra- 
tive. That  reviewer  has  totally 
missed  Ihe  point  and  probably  did 
not  see  Jarman's  previous  work, 
Caravaggio.  which  also  showcased 
the  same  technique  to  a  lesser  de- 
gree. Katharine  Hamneltiscrediled 
with  the  wardrobe  and  her  contribu- 
tion is  mosl  visible  with  the  T-shirts 
that  recall  her  "Choose  Life"  poli- 
tics. The  queen  (Tilda  Swinton)  is 
garbed  in  Chanel.  Thierry  Mugler 
and  that  ilk.  emphasizing  an  imperi- 
ous lady  who  lunches:  the  haughty 
bourgeois  look  as  if  done  by  Hardy 
Amies,  not  coincidenlally  the  de- 
signer often  cho,sen  by  the  curreni 
Queen.  These,  I  suspect,  are  no 
mere  accidents.  The  pageantry  in 
which  the  British  pride  themselves 
is  slyly  parodied  in  ancient  and  mod- 
em forms.  The  ancient  quality  is 
conveyed  by  the  stark  stone  walls 
that  suggest  those  drafly  castles  and 
fortresses  of  legend  and  sometimes 
of  tourism.  Tlie  modem  dress  indi- 
cates, quiteclearly, that  the  issues  of 
Edward  II's  time  and  the  hypocrisy 
of  those  who  got  involved  In  the 
king's  affairs,  exist  now  as  then. 

Van  Sant  never  really 
handles  homosexuality  straightfor- 
wardly. ScoitFavor(Keanu  Reeves) 
and  Mike  Waters  (River  Phoenix) 
are  male  prostitutes,  but  beyond  the 
thrill  and  the  money,  no  judgements 
are  invited  in  the  whole  film.  This 
,  hasthceffectbothofbeinghip(hey, 
inan,  let  them  do  whatever  they  want 
(^becool)andirresponsible.  Like, 
kids  do  seem  like  they're 
\a  lot  of  fun.  Maybe,  being  a 
E  would  really  be  okay;  a 


different  way  to  see  Portland,  Idaho 
and  Italy,  but  it  is  a  little  ludicrous 
that  the  narcoleptic  Phoenix  doesn  '1 
get  robbed  until  way  laie  in  the  film. 
So,  okay,  we're  noi  supposed  to 
think  about  their  essential  erotic 
desires  and  when  Reeves  meets 
Cadmilla  (Chiara  Caselli),  it  is  a 
dead  issue.  Also,  when  Reeves  an- 
nounces, in  sort  of  a  soliloquy  lo 
hang  up  his  spurs,  as  it  wens,  and 
return  to  the  family  fold,  the  film 
becomes  largely  dn  exercise  in  his 
devious  ways. 

Van  Sant's  real  strength  is 
the  portraits  within  the  film.  The 
landscape  of  heartland  America  and- 
rural  Italy  come  off  as  really  capti- 
vating. His  editing  is  slightly  cute, 
bul  it's  just  occurred  to  me  now  that 
it's  completely  taken  after  Jim  Jar- 
musch's  Siran^er  than  Paradise. 
Given  that,  it's  rather  mystifying 
that  My  Own  Private  Idaho  won  the 
critics' prize  since  critics  hale  works 
they  can  idenlify  as  derivative. 
Maybe  no  one  else  thought  of  it. 

One  perplexing  aspect  of 
Edward  II  was  Annie  Lennox.  She 
shows  up  while  the  lovers  are  danc- 
ing 10  sing  a  beautiful  song  beauti- 
fully. Bul  she  isn't  introduced  as 
any  particular  character  and  disap- 
pears after  this  cameo.  That  would 
all  be  okay  except  she  gets  fairiy 
prominent  billing.  Alllcanibink  of 
is  that  her  name  and  participation 
made  financing  easier  for  the  film 
and  Jarman  probably  needed  it. 


My  favourite  film  was  Moiorama, 
part  of  the  Midnight  Madness  pro- 
gramme. Ten-year-old  Gus  saws 
together  a  pair  of  leg  extenders  and 
steals  his  parents'  '60s-model 
Mustang  and  lakes  off  across  the 
country.  Mnlurama  is  fun  lo  watch 
for  the  cornucopia  of  cameos:  some 
like  Drew  Barrymore  who,  proba- 
bly out  of  current  overexposure,  may 
be  missed  in  a  blink  of  an  eye,  and 
others  like  Jack  Nance  (Twin  Peaks' 
Pete  Martell),  who  provides  a  reso- 
nating subplot  on  his  own. 

Gus'  journey  across  Other 
America  is  fuelled  by  his  desire  to 
p\a.y  Moiorama.  a  contest  sponsored 
by  participating  service  stations,  In 
his  quest  to  secure  all  the  letters, 
particulariy  that  elusive  "R,"  we  are 
conscious  ofthc  inherent  scam.  But 
like  those  box-tops  of  yore  and  the 
lotteries  of  today,  there  is  an  undeni- 
able attraction  and  an  innocent  de- 
sire to  win  big.  The  inevitable  fall 
suggests  a  disappointing,  predict- 
able ending,  but  perhaps  by  antici- 
pating this,  director Shils  shifts  into 
a  completely  different  gear.  To 
suggest  Ihcendingany  furtherwould 
really  ruin  it,  but  hopefully  that  will 
entice  you  to  see  it  when  it  does 
show  up  in  theatre  or  video. 

When  Barry  Shils  showed 
up  at  the  Festival  premiere  with 
supporting  player  Mary  Woronov 


in  tow,  he  looked  very  much  like  a 
death-row  convict.  But  according 
lo  the  promo  material,  he  is  actually 
a  fine-ans  grad  from  Yale  and  has 
worked  on  other  films  such  as  Man- 
hailan  and  The  Warriors  and  the 
last  few  years  on  videos.  These 
credentials  are  noteworthy  because 
while  Motorama  is  Shils'  directo- 
rial debut,  it  is  beautifully  shot  and 
bears  no  telltale  seams  (at  least  to 
my  eyes)  of  an  early  work  that  some 
other  Midnight  Madness  shows 
painfully  display. 

The  biggest  disappointment 
was  Michael  Apled's  35Up.  The 
earlier  installment,  28llp.  was  such 
a  huge,  wild  international  success 
ihat  great  anticipation  could  not  be 
avoided  for  ihis  one.  The  director 
even  showed  up,  noionly  to  plug  the 
film,  bul  to  graciously  take  ques- 
tions after  the  screening.  Unfortu- 
nately, is,  for  some  reason,  a 
rehash  of  28Up  with  a  receding 
hairline.  I'm  not  trying  to  be  cute 
about  it,  because  very  few  people 
are  doing  different  tilings  from  seven 
years  ago.  So,  if  you  haven't  seen 
2SVp,  you  won't  be  at  a  great  disad- 
vantage if  you  should  decide  lo  see 
i5.  excepl  the  former  is  a  much 
belter  film.  Tho.se  in  25  who  found 
bliss  and  children  are  still  the  same 
in  35.  The  newest  and  really  only 
issue  is  what  effect  this  whole  proj- 
ect has  had  on  their  lives  since  they 
are  occasionally  recognized.  They 
all  say  it's  rather  nice,  but  they  wish 
they  could  just  continue  on  with 
their  lives  and  so  on.  They're  Brit- 
ish, what  else  can  you  except  them 
to  say? 

The  one  person  I  really  won- 
dered about  in  2S  was  Neil,  the 
articulate  vagrani.  1  was  certain  he 
would  be  dead  lor  ihis  inMaJImeni. 
but  no.  he  is  slill  hanging  on,  living 
in  a  beautifully  isolated  part  of  Eng- 
land and  involved  in  community 
thealre.  It  would  be  terrible  to  say 
that  1  was  disappointed  that  he  was 
slill  alive,  bul  the  overall  theme  was 
that  they  had  all  entered  middle- 
age,  both  chronologically  and  men- 
tally. 

Michael  Apted  remarked 
that  he  was  impressed  with  the 
audience  turnout  since  documen- 
tary is  "the  poor  brolher  in  the  film 
industry."  This  project  is  really  so 
fascinating  thai  it  can  pave  the  way 
for  other  documentaries  and  the 
genre  as  a  whole.  And  the  audience 
was  enthusiastic  not  just  by  num- 
bers. Among  questions  Apted 
fielded  was  why  some  from  28  had 
been  left  out  without  comment. 
Apted  responded  that  they  had  made 
some  editing  decisions,  hoping  that 
noone  would  notice,  but  he  sheepisly 
added,  "obviously  people  have  no- 
ticed." 

Another  disappointing  ele- 
ment was  that  for  a  social  documen- 
tary, 35  is  rather  out  of  date  so- 
cially. Bruce.thesociallyconscious 
teacher  is  now  in  India,  leaching 
and  absorbing  the  local  culture.  Bul 
he  has  not  yet  found  love.  Apted 
asks  him  what  kind  of  woman  he  is 
attracted  to  and  Bruce  responds 
somewhat  evasively.  But  who's  to 
say  Bruce  wants  a  woman?  It  seems 
that  this  possibility  does  not  occur 
to  Apted.  I  know  this  was  all  meant 
for  television  bul,  as  ihey  say,  this  is 
the  nineties.  Even  if  the  film  was  a 
few  years  old,  that  was  the  eighties 
and  the  question  should  have  still 
occurred  to  Apled.  (I  must,  at  this 
point,  credit  these  remarks  lo  my 
film  companions,  Kevin  and  par- 
ticularly Lisa,  who  really  wanted  to 
bring  ihis  point  up  with  Apted.  but 
was  stricken  with  uncommon  shy- 
ness.) So.  frankly,  1  don't  see  a 
future  \or42Up,  unless  a  few  of 
these  people  do  something  truly  bi- 
zarre. But,  they're  British, so  what's 
Ihe  likelihood? 


Heart  Of  Darkness: 
A  Filmmaker's  Apocalypse 


Steve  Gravestock 

Film  critic  Paul  Coaies  once 
remarked  that  maybe  all  majorfilms 
required  the  sort  of  detective  work 
Pauline  Kael  did  in  her  seminal  essay 
Raising  Kane.  With  Heart  of  Dark- 
ness: A  Filmmaker's  Apocalypse, 
co-directors  George  Hickenlooper 
and  Fax  Bahr  appear  lo  be  acting  on 
this  advice.  Their  documentary  is 
more  a  piece  of  criticism  than  a 
film,  though  it 's  not  short  on  drama 
or  humour  (  in  fact,  it  has  more  of 
both  than  most  of  this  year's  fic- 
tional releases).  The  film  explains 
just  what  went  wrong  with 
Coppola's  Apocalypse  Now,  the 
turning  point  for  Coppola  both  dra- 
matically and  financially.  He  never 
really  had  a  hit  or  made  a  com- 
pletely satisfying  film  afterwards. 

Combining  footage  shot  by 
Eleanor  Coppola  (Mrs.  C)  during 
production,  interviews  with  the  prin- 
cipals Ihen  and  now,  and  Orson 
Welles  reading  Conrad's  Heart  of 
Darkness(thefilm'ssource),  Hick- 
enlooper and  Bahr  explode  and 
verify  some  of  the  myths  surround- 
ing the  production.  Coppola  didn't 
go  crazy  as  rumoured.  He  became 
more  and  more  egomaniacal  largely 
because  he  was  so  overtaxed.  {He 
wroie,  directed,  financed,  argued 
with  his  producers,  handled  the 
press,  rewrote  and  negotiated  with 
the  Filipino  army.) 

Flush  after  his  astounding 
critical  and  financial  success  with 
The  Godfathers,  Coppola  decided 
to  break  ft-om  the  sludios  and  pro- 
duce something  free  from  all  that 
rigamarole.  He  d  shoot  John  Mil- 
ius's  adaptation  of  Conrad's  clas- 
sic, a  script  he  wanted  to  produce  in 
the  60's  but  couldn't  finance.  He'd 
make  the  movie  his  way.  wiih  his 

with  ihe  secret  suhjeci  ot  musi  of 
Ihe  great  American  films  of  the 
period,  a  subject  the  sludios 
wouldn't  touch:  Vietnam. 

Hickenlooper  and  Bahr 
make  it  clear  very  eariy  on  lhal 
Coppola  has  no  real  interest  in 
Conrad  or  Vietnam.  He  simply 
wants  to  make  a  movie  because  he 
can.  He  realizes  that  there's  some- 
thing dreadfully  wrong  with  the 
whole  enterprise  —  constantly  and 
feverishly  proclaiming  that  he's 
making  a  BAD  movie  —  but  he's 
unable  to  abandon  orrelhink  things. 
The  costs  would  be  loo  high  both 
financially  and  in  terms  of  pride. 
{Directors  need  big  egos  lo  keep 
things  together  and,  if  Coppola 
turned  tail  after  snubbing  the  stu- 
dios, he'd  never  be  able  to  pontifi- 
cate in  lhai  town  again.) 

So  he  panics  —  flailing 
wildly  for  any  solution.  Trying  to 
make  a  GREAT  work  though  he 
knows  he  can't  because  he  has  no 
interest  in  or  any  idea  of  how  to 
address  the  subject.  In  what  is  per- 
haps the  film's  funniest  section,  he 
tries  to  get  Brando  lo  improvise  an 
endingdespiteihe  fact  that  Brando's 
never  even  touched  the  book  and 
Coppola  hasn't  actually  given  the 
actor  a  character.  (Once  Coppola 
jettisoned  Milius's  original  ending, 
the  script  was  always  in  various 
stages  of  incompletion.  Apparently 
all  of  Brando's  scenes  were  impro- 
vised. )  Coppola  encounters  the 
same  problem  with  Manin  Sheen's 
characlerandshooisdeperately  until 
they  get  tired  or  stumble  over  some- 
thing that  looks  dramatic. 

Coppola  isn't  aided  by  his 
peculiar  gifts,  his  reputation,  or  the 
people  around  him  —  who  are  ei- 
ther afraid  to  tell  him  off  or  too 
impressed  by  him  or  his  romanti- 
cized bullshit  to  conceive  of  such  a 
thing.  Or  maybe  they're  jusi  over- 
matched. John  Milius  comes  in  late 
to  gel  Coppola  lo  listen  to  reason. 
After  a  brief  meeting,  he  leaves 
Coppola's  office  convinced  that 
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Apocalypse  will  be  the  first 
film  to  win  the  Nobel  prize.  Eleanor 
Coppola,  gushing  girlishly  about 
Francis's  journey  into  the  depths  of 
his  soul,  constantly  reaffirms  Cop- 
pola's bloated,  histrionic  view  of 
himself.  He  sees  through  this  but 
he's  so  infatuated  with  playing  the 
role  of  the  plagued,  desperate  artist 
lhat  he  can't  act  on  this  knowledge. 

Hickenlooper  and  Bahr 
reveal  more  surprising  facts  about 
Coppola  at  this  point  in  his  career. 
AflertheGoi^a//it'/-  saga,you  proba- 
bly believed  that  Coppola  was  ca- 
pable of  anything,  even  big-budget 
spectacles.  The  Godfathers  were 
hardly  small  films,  but  (he  docu- 
mentarians  show  that  Coppola  was 
lempermenially  completely  unsuited 
lo  Ihis  sort  of  filmmaking.  He  re- 
peatedly tries  small  film,  low  budget 
techniques  —  like  improvising  en- 
lire  scenes  —  despite  Ihe  fact  that 
he'smakinganenormousmovie.  At 
one  poini  he  tries  to  justify  shutting 
down  the  produciion.  so  that  he  can 
rewrite  the  script  and  create  a  suit- 
able ending,  by  arguing  that  major 
sludios  did  this  all  the  time.  He 
blithely  neglects  to  mention  that  they 
never  snot  on  lomiiun  because  of 
(he  cost.  There 's  another  irony  here- 
Coppola  Ic-fi  the  studios  but  uo^.. 
iheni  10  vjjdjuit  i.fn  u<.(iuits.  wnen 
Coppola  isn  i  trying  to  stumble  on 
something. hegoesforcheap  "cine- 
matic" effects,  as  if  he  were  stage 
managing  a  heavy  metal  show.  There 
was  a  lot  of  money  spent  on  smoke 
machines. 

Throughout  their  film,  Bahr 
and  Hickenlooper  underline  how 
confused  Coppola  is  by  playing  a 
recording  of  Orson  Welles  reading 
Conrad's  book.  The  stark  beauty 
and  and  atavistic  terror  running 
through  Conrad's  original  con(ras(s 
sharply  with  Coppola's  frantic 
grasping. 

The  film  also  illuminates  the 
disasierous  choices  Coppola  made 
in  the  ten  years  afterwards.  Essen- 
tially, he's  been  irying  lo  remake 
Apocalypse,  to  undo  his  mistake  and 
vindicate  himself;  each  time  out, 
using  (he  same  inappropria(e  tech- 
niques. From  The  Outsiders  to  The 
Cotton  Club,  he  ignored  the  script 
and  relied  on  improvisation  and 
cheesy  effect.  The  second  luming 
point  in  his  career  was  Peggy  Sue 
Got  Married  where  he  stuck  lo  Ihe 
script  and  produced  a  modest  but 
decent  piece  of  work.  Since  ihen  his 
films  have  been  much  belter,  with 
some  exceptions,  though  never  as 
great  as  his  pre-Apocalypse  work. 
Heart  of  Darkness  documents  even 
richer  ironies,  ones  lhal  almost  ex- 
lend  beyond  Coppola  and  film- 
making. Coppola  sets  out  lo  de- 
nounce Vietnam  and  American 
imperialism.  However,  he  becomes 
a  huge  imperialist  himself,  in  the 
name  of  art.  He  insists  on  making 
the  movie  on  a  grand  scale  because, 
as  he  explains  to  his  cinematogra- 
pher,  Americans  only  do  things  on  a 
grand  scale.  The  movie  was  shot  in 
the  Phillipines,  for  the  cheap  labour, 
and  Coppola  paid  Marcos,  a  dicta- 
tor, thousands  of  dollars  a  day  to  use 
his  helicopters.  They're  constantly 
fiying  off  to  attack  the  Communist 
insurgents.  No  one  involved  with 
(he  movie  realizes  how  deeply  ironic 
this  is. 
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RANDOM  THOUGHTS 


Communist  Pamphlet  Distributers 
Need  Vacation 


Avarice  is  ttre'RoQt>f  All  Business: 
The  Boys^Of  Sumnjer  Cash  In 


Sean  "vodka  taste  tester"  Fisher 

So,  what  does  the  collapse 
of  the  Soviet  Union  mean  for  the 
likes  of  idiot,  bourgeois,  Toron- 
looian  students  like  me  and  you? 
Probably  most  of  you  initially  re- 
acted like  me.  Over  the  last  few 
weeks  of  the  summer  I  was  up  every 
night  with  potato  chips,  cigarettes, 
and  pop,  watching  CNN,  CNN 
Headline  News,  CNN  International, 
and  Newsworld.  A  news-junkie  I 
become  whenever  there  is  a  global 
crisis.  1  would  drool  in  anticipation 
when  an  interview  with  Boris  Yeltsin 
or  Gorbachev  was  announced.  I 
was  almost  as  excited  as  I  was  when 
I  was  a  kid  waiting  to  see  Frosty  the 
Snowman  during  Christmas  vaca- 
tion. I've  become  so  fascinated 
with  all  of  this  that  I  even  signed  up 
foraSoviet  Politics  course  this  year. 

What  is  perhaps  even  more 
startling  is  that  those  cement-heads 
with  their  lunatic  Marxist  newslet- 
ters are  still  outside  Sid  Smith! 
Now  with  a  brand  new  "deus  ex 
machina"  argument  for  "real  com- 
munism"! Here's  what  the  Spart- 
acist  Canada  headline  is,  "■SOVIET 
WORKERS:  DEFEAT  YELTSIN- 
BUSH  COUNTERREVOLU- 
TION!". Don't  these  fools  realize 
thai  people  are  now  chanting  on  the 
streets  of  Moscow  "Workers  Unite 
Against  Communism!"?  Unfortu- 
nately, these  twits  have  never  un- 
derstood what  is  happening  on  the 
streets  of  Moscow. 

1  was  lucky  enough  to  visit 
Eastern  Europe  lor  the  second  lime 
in  a  year  this  summer,  and  I  was  able 
to  get  a  few  first-hand  impressions 
of  the  fall  of  communism.  Last 
summer  I  was  in  Prague.  Czecho- 
slovakia very  briefly.  Although  the 
Czechs  had  found  their  independ- 
ence, there  was  hardly  a  joyful  face 
to  be  seen  in  the  crowd,  and  hardly 
a  business  was  open.  My  friend 
Arnold  and  I  wandered  around  for 
three  days  and  spent  fifty  dollars  be- 
tween the  two  of  us...  and  we  lived 
well.  But  it's  hard  to  enjoy  wealth 
when  all  the  food  you  eat  tastes  like 
shit,  and  the  people  around  you  are 
starving. 

This  year  I  had  a  bit  more 
time  in  Prague.  I  felt  I  got  to  know 
the  city  a  bit  more.  In  the  com- 
pletely preserved  central  part  of  the 
city  there  were  cafe's  all  over  the 
place,  T-shirts,  costing  $  1 8.00  each, 
were  being  sold,  and  the  food  was 
slightly  belter.  For  the  price-con- 
scious tourist  there  are  still  ice-cream 
cones  being  sold  for  a  measly  five 
cents.  And  it's  good  ice  cream. 
Generally,  there  seems  to  be  a  lot 
more  economic  activity,  and  a  lot 
more  optimism  in  the  air. 

As  the  walls  come  down, 
the  atrocities  of  the  Communist  Party 
are  revealed  in  Prague.  My  brother 
and  1  were  shown  around  the  city  of 
Prague  by  an  environmental  plan- 
ner named  Miroslav  Hatle.  He  told 
us  about  ihe  horrors  of  the  suburbs. 
You  thought  Toronto  suburbs  were 
bad?  There  are  apartment  complex 
areas  on  the  outskirts  of  Prague  with 
100.000  people  in  each.  There  are 
two  stores  for  each  area  about  the 
size  of  your  average  7-1 !.  But.  of 
course,  the  thing  to  remember  is  that 
it  was  equal,  Everybody  was  in  the 
same  glorious  situation.  Ahhh! 
Communism. 

The  Hungarians  have  em- 
braced capitalism  and  democracy 
inuL-h  lasier  then  the  Czechs.  In 
Bikiapcsi  voii  can  even  get  ripped 
off  by  a  waller.  You  could  swear 


you  were  in  Paris.  People  are  sell- 
ing everything.  Grandmothers  are 
holding  up  shins  in  the  subway  sta- 
tions lo  be  sold,  and  cheap  souvenirs 
are  being  sold  everywhere  by  eve- 
rybody. There  is  a  downside  to  all 
of  this  rapid  change.  The  city  is 
overcrowded,  unbelievably  pol- 
luted, and  they  are  starting  lo  enjoy 
such  wonderful  side  effects  of  capi- 
talism as  heavy  metal,  and  pornog- 
raphy. 

"Capitalismis  obviously  not 
the  answerto  every  thing,"  I  remem- 
ber thinking  lo  myself.  However.  I 
went  up  to  the  top  of  Gellert  Hill 
which  overiooks  the  whole  city.  At 
Ihe  top  is  the  Soviet  Liberation 
Memorial  which,  when  looked  at 
from  Ihe  Danube,  is  one  of  theproud- 
est  monuments  I  have  ever  seen. 
Beside  the  monument  are  a  couple 
of  vendors  selling  Soviet  memora- 
bilia. I  bought  a  Red  Army  cap,  a 
few  Soviet  pins,  a  ruble,  and  a  lillle 
can  that  says  on  it  'The  Last  Breath 
of  Communism."  Truly,  this  man, 
by  selling  a  can  of  air  in  the  name  of 
communism,  had  found  the  ultimate 
mockery  of  communism.  He  was 
also  the  happiest  person  I  met  in 
easiem  Europe. 

It  is  true  that  capitalism  and 
democracy  won't  solve  all  the  prob- 
lems for  these  people.  It  certainly 
hasn't  for  us.  A  communist  friend 
of  mine  once  told  me  that  these 
people  weren't  really  free  because 
now  they  were  slaves  lo  Levi  50 1 's. 
But  he  has  never  been  lo  easiem 
Europe,  and  neither  have  those  idi- 
ots wilh  iheir  goddamn  Marxist 
newslettersoutsideSidSmilh.  They 
argue  that  it  is  only  Stalinism  thai 
didn't  work  and  that  communism 
must  still  be  given  a  chance.  Maybe 
so.  But,  frankly,  it  was  too  cosily  an 
experiment  lo  humanity  to  try  again, 
and  if  I  have  to  be  a  slave  to  a  pair  of 
Levi  SOl's  to  make  sure  it  never 
happens  again,  then  I  will. 


John  Slonim 

There  once  was  a  time  when 
the  boys  of  summer  came  to  the 
field  because  they  had  to.  The  thrill 
of  the  grass  pulling  them  closer. 
Thousands  culled  together  in  the 
twilight  hours  prefonning  the  an- 
cient ritual  now  called  baseball. 
Shoeless  Joe,  the  Babe  and  Roy 
Hobbs.  Picture  this...  Bottom  of  the 
ninth.  Down  a  run.  Man  on  third. 
You  hold  the  bat  closer  lo  you, 
waiting  on  that  three  and  two  pitch 
-  this  image  larger  than  any  mytho- 
logical taleof  heroism.  Atrue  arche- 
type for  the  twentieth  century, 

Somebody  turned  on  the 
lighLs.  Unlike  a  group  of  creatures 
huddled  in  the  dark  around  a  blazing 
fire.  We  sil  in  fluorescent  lighting, 
scarfing  on  a  dog  and  chucking  back 
a  brewsky.  Once  noble,  ihe  ritual 
has  turned  iniojusi  one  more  excuse 
to  get  shitfaced.  This  is  the  descrip- 
tion of  the  actual  ballpark.  In  reality 
no  one  goes  to  the  game  anymore. 
We  stay  inside  our  houses.  The  game 
flickers  on  the  television.  Dull  im- 
ages of  a  dull  game. 

Baseball  is  an  icon  in  our 
society  and  like  so  many  of  our 
icons  it  is  falling  apart. 

Last  winter  the  owners  of 
all  the  baseball  teams  gol  tegether 
and  boughlplayers.  Like  schoolchil- 
dren trading  baseball  cards  they 
swapped  human  beings  with  one 
another.  The  nation's  once  innocent 
pastime  turned  into  a  cross  between 
Wall  Street  and  the  Home  Shopping 
Network.  Those  players  whose  re- 
cent contracts  had  run  out  became 
Free  Agenls.  able  to  sell  iheir  skills 
to  the  highest  bidder.  In  just  one 
week  thirty-five  humans  had  been 
bought  for  a  staggering  222  million 
dollars. 

Gladly  1  will  applaud  la- 
bour receiving  their  piece  of  the 
MLB  (Major  League  Baseball)  pie. 
In  the  past,  the  owners  have  consis- 
tently formed  a  blatant  collusion  to 


try  and  control  their  product  (see 
Eight  Men  Out).  By  secretly  prom- 
ising not  to  offer  contracts  to  a  free 
agentuntil  thai  player'soriginal  learn 
haddeclared  that  they  were  not  inter- 
ested in  the  prospective  ballplayer 
in  question.  The  owners  effectively 
look  the  free  out  of  the  agent.  For 
example,  an  owner  could  offer  a 
player  any  sum  to  play,  because  he 
knew  that  Ihe  "free  agent'  was  not 
going  loget  abetteroffer  (more  than 
this  he  wasn't  going  to  get  ANY 
other  offers).  Oddly  enough,  from 
the  free  agency's  inception  in  1976 
toearly  1989playerssalaries  showed 
no  dramatic  increase. 

The  system  collapsed  in 
1 989,  when  the  owners  were  found 
guilty  of  collusion  in  a  court  of  law. 
Millions  are  still  being  paid  out  in 
reparation.  This  ruling  has  lead  to  a 
truly  chaotic  Free  system.  The  teams 
now  need  to  make  the  best  offer  lo 
obtain  a  Free  agent.,, George  Bell 
signed  a  three  year  deal  worth  ten 
million  doIlars...Darrel  Strawberry, 
twenty  million  dollars  over  five 
years.  As  mentioned  earlier,  in  one 
week  thiny-five  Free  agents  signed 
for  a  combined  total  of  two  hundred 
and  twenty-two  million.  Where  does 
all  this  money  come  from? 

We  can  accurately  conclude 
that  baseball  is  a  business.  Like  any 
successful  business  it  has  an  over- 
head and  a  net  gross  earning.  Over- 
head consists  of  items  sucli  as  the 
stadium,  umpires,  equipment,  mana- 
gerial staff,  maintenance  crew, 
advertisement...  oh,  and  of  course 
players.  If  you  subtract  gross  earn- 
ings by  the  overhead  you  should  get 
the  profit.  Gross,  and  naturally  the 
profits  are  derivedf  rom,  attendance, 
logo  licensing,  concession  sales,  and 
of  course  television  revenue. 

Television  revenue  is  the  meat 
and  potatoes  of  abaseball  franchise's 
income.  Last  year  professional  base- 
ball sold  the  television  rights  to  the 
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CBS  network  for  a  cool  1.06  BIL- 
LION dollars.  CBS  now  owns  die 
exclusive  right  to  show  the  Play- 
offs, the  World  Series  ,  the  Ali-Slar 
game,  and  a  game-of- the- week  every 
Saturday.  Unbelievably  this  contract 
lasts  only  four  years.  The  billion 
dollars  is  divided  equally  among  the 
twenty-six  teams.  Many  of  the 
owners  have  reinvested  this  money 
back  into  Uie  team  by  bolstering 
their  ro.sters,  mainly  acquiring  free 
agents. 

After  a  year  and  a  half,  the 
now  infamous  CBS  deal  has  turned 
into  a  horror  story.  To  start  with,  last 
year  both  die  American  League 
Championship  and  die  Worid  Se- 
ries lasted  the  bare  minimum  four 
games.  Compiled  onto  this  the  rat- 
ings for  these  games  were  abysmal. 
This  year  competion  for  the  regular 
season  baseball  market  has  suddenly 
exploded.  New  Superstaiions  (in 
Metro  we  now  recieve  Atlanta  and 
Chicago,  which  feature  Atlanta 
Braves,  Chicago  Cubs  and  Chicago 
White  Sox  games,)  have  recently 
been  introduced,  which  are  added  lo 
tlie  local  games  already  being  leie- 
cast  from  independant  stations.  (In 
Toronto  we  see  neariy  every  Jay 
game  on  CT V  or  TSN.  as  well  as  the 
Expo'sonCBOTotopitoffESPN 
(The  American  All-spons  channel) 
features  a  game  of  the  week  every 
Sunday  night  (carried  on  TSN  in 
Canada).  In  the  first  quarter  of  the 
coniraclCBSreponeda  KWmiUion 
dollar  loss. 

So,  while  ballplayers'  con- 
tracts continue  to  soar  the  economic 
future  of  the  institution  is  in  a  state 
of  implosion.  Many  are  predicting 
the  coming  of  the  pay-per-view 
market.  (TTie  new  Canadian  pay- 
per-view  channels  are  still  in  their 
infancy.)  Under  this  system,  view- 
ers would  have  to  pay  approximately 
five  bucks  for  every  game  they 
watch.  The  question  is  how  many 
people  would  pay  five  dollars  lo  see 
the  lowly  Cleveland  Indians  play? 

If  a  pay-per-view  system 
were  established,  the  teams  in  larger 
markets  would  have  a  considerable 
advantage.  Those  teams  (New  York, 
L.A..  Chicago  and  even  Toronto) 
would  be  able  to  offer  considerably 
higher  contracts  than  other  poorer 
teams  (Cleveland,  Montreal.  Balti- 
more and  Seattle)  could  afford  to 
compete  with. 

What  steps  have  the  owners 
come  up  with  to  deal  wilh  the  crisis 
that  looms  ahead?  Pay-per-view? 
Devising  a  new  free-agent  system? 
Communication?- Well  not  exacdy. 
In  1 99.1,  the  league  will  expand,  two 
new  franchises  will  be  added  (the 
Florida  Mariins  and  ihe  Colorado 
Rockies).  This  bone-headed  move 
will  make  the  exsisling  structure 
even  more  confusing  at  a  time  when 
order  and  direction  is  needed. 

if  it  was  once  magical  and 
mystic,  it  is  now  corrupt  and  inde- 
cent. Baseball  has  always  been  a 
business,  but  their  once  was  a  lime 
when  the  game  was  an  event,  not 
merely  another  form  of  entertain- 
ment. Once  we  wereconsidered  fans, 
not  patrons. 


_ti£j 


I 


RANDOM  THOUGHTS 


BLITZ  ENCORE 


Food,  Folks  and  Fun 


Blitx 

Hello.  I  was  pleasently  sur- 
prised by  the  amouni  of  -  and,  in 
general,  inlelligence  of  -  the  feed- 
back my  last  jnitlc  gol,  so  I  thought 
I'd  do  an  encore  to  clear  some  stuff 
up. 

My  friend  Loren  argued  Ihal 
ihere  is  nothing  wrong  with  being 
proud  lo  be  a  man,  ii"s  jusi  ihai 
society  hiis  put  so  much  bullshit  into 
Ihc  definition  of  "man"  that  the  term 
has  been  debased.  What  he  thinks 
we  should  do  is  light  fur  a  new.  Tion- 
slupid  definition  of  manliness,  one 
(hat  docs  nol  dc|>end  on  being  a  jerlv 
much  of  the  time,  much  as  feminism 
has  tried  lo  reclaim  "cunt"  and  give  , 
II  positive  value.  I  agree  in  principle 
with  that  idea,  except  for  Iwo  cave- 

A)  It  seems  to  veer  danger- 
ously close  lo  an  inslilulionalized 
"seperate  but  equal"  system,  which 
I  see  as  being  basically  wrong  and 
unworkable.  If  Ihere  are  specific 
qualities  or  energies  that  males 
possess  in  greater  degree  than  fe- 
males, sheerly  by  virtue  of  being 
male,  then  this  will  be  obvious  w  ith- 
out inslilulionalizing  it  if  we  ever 
attain  a  non-sexisl  society.  (The 
reverse  is,  of  course,  true  as  well.) 
Thus  to  use, the  term  '"man"  would 
be  superflous  ai  best,  and  sexist  at 
worsl.  Right  now  there  are  needs  for 
women's  groups,  men's  groups,  etc. 
but  I  see  these  —  valid  though  Ihey 

—  as  being  necessitated  by  a 
sick  culture,  not  as  being  inherently 
good. 

B)  Even  if  desirable,  il 
would  be  a  lot  of  work,  and  I  don't 
consider  the  goal  as  wonhwhilc 
enough  to  justify  thai  much  energy 
expenditure.  I  am,  and  want  lo  be 
considered  as.  human. 

Loren  also  questioned  why  I  chose 
the  male-female  split  as  being  the 
one  lo  focus  on.  Well,  there  are 
several  reasons.  First  of  all,  I  see  it 
as  being  the  most  prevalent.  All 
cultures  1  have  come  into  contaci 
with  have  been  lo  some  degree  sexist, 
as  have  damn  near  all  the  individu- 
als I've  encounlered  (myself,  of 
course,  included,  unforlunalely), 
whereas  racism  (while  toocommon). 
is  a  poor  second,  and  homophobia 
(orheierophobia)  a  distant  third.  Of 
course,  they're  all  related,  being  the 
fruits  of  a  world  organized  by 
dominance-worshippers,  and  of 
course  you  can  safely  assume  that  1 
don't  like  being  labelled  as  a"white" 
or  "hei"  (or.  as  happened  at  one 
party,  "the  straight  boy").  The  sec- 
ond reason  I  sort  of  alluded  lo  above: 
the  idea  thai  one  label  is  bad  hope- 
fully will  lead  people  toexamine  the 
validity  of  all  labels,  The  third  rea- 
son is  simply  who  Td  been  hanging 
out  with  most  of  the  summer. 

What  else?  Another  friend 
objected  to  my  statement  that  "man" 
is  often  defined  in  this  culture  as 
"not  a  woman".  The  logic  behind 
Ihal.  which  1  borrow  from  Marilyn 
French  (and  will  return  lo  her  as 
soon  as  I'm  done  with  it)  is  thai 
patriarchy  sees  woman  as  linked  to 
ihe  "natural"  world,  The  moon- 
menstruation  link  is  obvious,  as  is 
the  fact  that  women  bring  new  life 
into  the  world,  whereas  men 
"merely"  help  her  lo  do  il  (and  some 
argue  thai  the  link  between  sex  and 
pregnancy  is  by  no  means  com- 
pletely obvious,  and  may  not  have 
been  realized  unlil  fairiy  late  in 
human  prehistory,  thus mijiingmen 
feel  even  more  useless  and  non- 
natural).  So  if  women  are  more 
"natural"  than  men,  and  if  they  are 
to  be  suppressed,  men  -  and  iheir 
gods  -  must  transcend  the  natural 
world.as  Jehovah,  Allah, etc., cleariy 
do:  they  are  not  of  the  world,  but  are 
the  disconnected  creators.  However, 


even  men  are  bom  of  woman,  and 
bom  "naturally",  with  blood  and 
squaUing  and  ali  that  stuff.  There- 
fore, to  completely  transcend  and 
ihus  be  entitled  to  rule  women  and 
naiure,  they  must  overcome  Iheir 
"naluralness"  by  whatever  means 
the  society  decrees,  be  il  dress  codes 
or  ritual  homosexuality  or  quesls  or 
whatever.  Manhood  is  when  a  male 
becomes  a  ruler,  independent  in 
certain  ways  and  powerful,  and 
almost  every  society  has  rituals  for 
it.  There  are  fewer  rituals  for  wom- 
anhood, and  they  are  usually  more 
subtle,  because  becoming  a  woman 
does  not  entail  Ihe  huge  change  in 
status  that  becoming  a  man  does, 
going  from  "natural"  (a  stale  in 
which  a  woman  resides  forher  whole 
life),  lo  something  beyond  nature. 
However,  this  status  must  be  won. 
and  musi  be  tenaciously  held  by 
confomiing  to  tribal  standards,  else 
one  becomes  -  gasp!  -  "womanly". 

One  last  point  on  this  topic. 
Some  people  apparently  thought 
the  article  was  anti-male,  or  anti- 
men  anyways.  Well,  it  was  anti- 
men,  but  mainly  because  I'm  a  man 
in  too  many  people's  eyes,  whereas 
no-one  calls  me  a  woman.  How- 
ever. ]  consider  womanhood  to  be 
just  as  slupid  as  manhood,  and  I'm 
dismally  aware  that  most  women  - 
like  mosi  men  -  are  sexist.  (Whether 
it's  pro-male  sexist  or  pro-female 
sexist  is  irrelevant:  both  are  mo- 
ronic, and  each  tends  to  contain 
within  it  the  seeds  of  the  other.) 


Onwards,  ever  onwards... 
Someone  asked  me  why  I  barely 
menlioned  the  music  side  of  things 
in  the  lasi  issue.  The  answer  is  as 
simple  as  it  is  depressing:  I've  given 
up.  For  around  four  years  now  I've 
been  writing  about  bands  I  really 
dig.  bands  Ihal  have  something  more 
to  offer  than  the  bullshit  that  per- 
vades most  rock/pop/whatever,  and 
as  far  as  I  can  tell  I've  had  no  effect. 
Fine,  I  don't  expect  you  all  (who 
all?  ALL!!)  to  go  out  and  pick  up 
tons  of  punk  and  hardcore  and  other 
"allcmative"  (what  a  stupid  phrase, 
e.specially  nowadays)  bands  just 
cause  I  think  they're  great,  but  I 
don'l  think  I've  met  anyone  who's 
been  at  all  interested  in  what  I've 
written,  and  since  some  of  these 
bands  have  been  the  most  important 
things  in  my  life,  that  kinda  hurts. 
And  anyway,  futility  ain't  my  scene 
these  days.  So  you  keep  listening  to 
the  dreck  that  you  love,  the  com- 
mercialized crap  Ihal  acts  as  the 
soundtrack  for  your  boring,  reac- 
lionary  and  just  plain  slupid  eve- 
nings of  drinking  and  meaningless, 
soulless  sex,  and  I'll  keep  my 
tapedeck  stocked  with  Richman, 
Coltrane.  the  Dead.  Bad  Religion, 
the  Washington  Squares.  All.  Fu- 
gazi.  Green  Day.  Operation  Luv, 
old  Dylan.  Sanlana.  John  Lee 
Hooker.  Robert  Johnson.  Muddy 
Waters.  Charlie  Parker.  Tom  Wails. 
Bigmouth,  Lowest  of  the  Low  (if 
they  ever  gel  Iheir  tape  done),  Ihe 
MC5.BadBrains.BuhMarley.Peta- 
Tosh,  old  Jefferson  Airplane,  the 
Beatles,  the  Replacements.  Soul 
Asylum, SonicYouih. Fidelity  Jones. 
Neurosis.  Mojo  Nixon.  RKL.  Dag 
Nasty. Mississippi  John  Hurt, Mono 
Negra.  Huwkwind  and  more,  and 
hopefully  we'll  manage  lo  avoid 
each  other,  okay?  If  you  really  care 
about  my  opinions,  ask  me  in  per- 
son. 

After  having  said  all  lhat.  I 
should  mention  that  Blue  Shift,  an 
Innis  band,  arc  playing  at  Clinton's 
October  16,  so  see  'em  out  of  col- 
lege solidarity  if  not  for  Ihe  fact  that 


they're  real  good,  the  Wild  Straiv- 
harys  are  recording  again.  What 
Roiii;h  Beasts  broke  up  due  to 
Pedro's  course  load  {silly  reason,  I 
know)  and  Ihe  Crawlin'  Crawdads 
should  be  reforming.  If  you're  in  a 
band  and  go  to  —  or  are  connected 
with  —  Innis,  lemme  knock  what 
you're  up  to  so  we  can  gel  some 
kind  of  community  happening. 

One  more  thing:  I  was  at  a 
birthday  party  awhile  back  and  got 
into  a  discussion  abount  banking 
wilh  one  of  the  guests,  which  lead  lo 
anarchism  and  similar  topics.  I 
started  spouting  off,  as  I  still  can't 
slop  myself  from  doing  despite  the 
futility  of  it  all.  and  the  sort  of  con- 
servative person  I  was  talking  lo 
favoured  me  wilh  a  condescending 
smile  and  said.  "Ah,  but  you  have  lo 
live  in  the  real  world,  my  dear."  I've 
had  that  said  to  me  before  -  probably 
everyone  who  isn't  a  banker  or  an 
accountant  has  -  and  I  have  a  few 
basic  rebuttals  to  it; 

a)  The  "real  worid"  they 
speak  of  is  a  suicidal  aberration 
forced  onto  a  world  of  healthy  bio- 
logical life. 

b)  Half  -  or  more  than  half  - 
Ihe  reason  that  her  world  is  "real",  lo 
whatever  degree  il  really  is,  is  the 
fact  that  so  many  people  who  could 
otherwise  act  to  change  it  give  up 
because  of  statements  like  that. 

c)  To  quote  the  immortal 
words  of  Robert  Heinlein.  "Cooper- 
ating wilh  the  ineviiable  does  not 
mean  stooling  for  the  guards."  Just 
because  I  don'l  smoke  drugs  at  the 
comer  of  Bloor  and  Yonge  doesn't 
mean  I  think  drug-  smoking  is  some 
how  wrong  (  I  do  think  that  it's 
misused  by  most  poiheads  I've  mel. 
but  that's  a  different  matter).  It  just 
means  that  I  realize  that,  right  or 
wrong,  there  are  large  men  with 
moustaches  on  powertrips  who  will 
attempt  lo  injure  or  incarcerate  me  if 
I  do.  and  the  pleasure  of  getting 
stoned  at  Bloor  and  Yonge  (whai 
pleasure?)  isn't  worth  the  hassle. 
We  all  have  to  balance  idealism 
with  pragmatism,  unfortunately. 
That  doesn't  mean  we  should  aban- 
don idealism.  (Or  pragmatism,  for 
thai  matter.) 


Colin  Wilson 

You  and  your  bank  state- 
ments are  probably  fairly  chummy 
right  now.  After  all.  September  was 
a  lucrative  month  for  students,  what 
with  loans  coming  in,  summer  earn- 
ings still  unspent,  and  Mom  and 
Dad  in  a  generous  mood.  My  expe- 
rience is  that  this  surge  in  dispos- 
able income  can  trigger  an  oxygen 
rush  lo  Ihe  brain.  Every  fall  I  drop  a 
bundle  on  such  fripperies  as  snack 
foods,  flamboyant  hats  and  the  rec- 
ommended texts  on  my  reading  list. 
And  every  winter  these  nems  stare 
down  in  reproach  from  the  shelf  as 
1  huddle  in  my  garret  wilh  nothing  to 
eat  but  half  a  jar  of  peanut  butter  and 
an  onion.  Not  wanting  any  of  you  to 
suffer  as  I  have,  I  have  composed 
this  guide  for  the  (literally )  starving 
student. 

If  your  refrigerator  suffers 
from  chronic  emptiness,  you  might 
want  lo  join  the  line  at  ihe  Daily 
Bread  Food  Bank.  This  inslilution 
does  not  discriminate  between  the 
hungry  and  Ihe  merely  peckish,  so 
just  wear  your  shabbiest  overcoat 
and  your  identity  as  a  slumming 
elitist  won't  be  revealed.  Excuse  the 
populism,  but  Ihere  is  a  fundamen- 
tal difference  between  student  pov- 
erty and  Ihe  more  chronic  long-term 
kind.  Free  from  airplane  glue  addic- 
tion and  dependent  children,  most 
students  at  least  have  the  option  of 
taking  a  job  in  the  exciting  and  po- 
tential-filled world  of  telemarket- 
ing. Just  grin  and  bear  it;  end  of 
sermon. 


away.  Instead,  try  attending  a  Nathan 
Phillips  Square  kidsconcerl.  After  a 
handful  of  Peek  Freans  and  seven 
Kool-Aids.you  loo  will  wonder  why 
Sharon,  Lois  and  Bram  didn't  open 
ai  Woodstock,  And  be  sure  lo  check 
oui  their  dancing  elephant. 

You  don'l  have  lo  leave 
campus  to  snack  happily  at  no  cost. 
The  University  College  Union,  for 
instance,  offers  a  daily  aflcmoon 
tea.  The  building  is  a  great  place  to 
read  a  National  Geographic  while 
eavesdropping  on  Ihe  Dorothy 
Parker-style  quips  emanating  from 
the  euchre  table,  that  font  of  wit.  i 
also  enjoy  surfeiting  myself  on  the 
free  Digestive  biscuits,  thereby 
maintaining  my  trademark  sickly 
demeanor.  The  Union  also  hosts  oc- 
casional poetry  readings  where  beer 
is  served. 

This  brings  us  to  wine  and 
cheese  socials,  an  important  source 
of  calcium  and  my  prime  reason  for 
living.  If  you  keep  an  eye  out  for  the 
posters,  you  can  attend  at  least  one 
of  these  gatherings  a  week.  Unless 
you  take  courses  in  every  depan- 
menI,you  will  occasionally  feel  like 
aftsh  out  of  water.  Don'l  be  daunied 
by  this.  Few  of  the  revellers  will 
actually  resent  your  presence  even 
if  Iheir  knowledge  of,  say,  particle 
physics  or  Olmec  burial  sites  is 
exponentially  greater  than  yourown. 
A  good  wine  and  cheese  party  is 
animated  by  ihe  same  spirit  as  the 
Haida  potlatch:  the  more  lavish  the 
celebration,  the  more  honour  re- 


Then  there  are  the  Hare 
Krishnas.  I  am  loid  that  Iheir  lemple 
on  Avenue  Road  serves  up  some  of 
Toronto's  besi  vegetarian  cuisine. 
The:  food  is  probably  a  bail  to  turn 
unsuspecting  passersby  into  ton- 
sured, chanting  Hansels  and  Gre- 
tels.  If  yours  is  the  sort  of  worldview 
which  can  be  undermined  by  tam- 
bourine music,  or  if  you  merely  look 
bad  in  saffron,  I  suggest  you  slay 


bounds  to  ihe  host. 

Alas,  I  know  of  no  one  aside 
from  Blanche  Dubois  who  can  rely 
entirely  on  the  kindness  of  strang- 
ers. If  you  are  seriously  worried 
about  starving  to  death  this  winter,  a 
bursary  may  be  more  helpful  than 
free  cookies.  Desperation  aside,  the 
search  for  free  food  can  be  a  reward- 
ing pasiime.  Even  the  well-fed  can 
delight  in  the  sheer  thrill  of  the  chase. 
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RANDOM  THOUGHTS 


The  Meek  and  the  Humble. 


'Love,  Raymond" 


by  Toshiya  Kuwabara 

(This  is  a  children's  slory  wrilten 
foraduhs  —  mainly  for  ihose  people 
on  subways  whose  only  facial  ex- 
pression is  one  of  frowning  silence.) 

One  day,  as  Meek  rose  from 
the  bed  lo  see  the  morning  sun. 
Meek  fell  slrong  and  happy.  Ah,  to 
be  alive  and  lo  sec  the  morning  sun. 
This  was  all  Meek  could  hope  for. 
and  yet.  Meek  was  contented  with 
il. 

Quickly,  Meek  had  a  stu- 
dent brfeakfast:  on  a  plate  was  a 
small  piece  of  brown  toast  with 
margarine  (the  melted  margarine 
always  made  it  look  shiny  and  oily). 
In  Mcek's  small  mug  of  coffee  there 
was  the  usual  milk  and  sugar.  Nice 
like  sugar  and  spice.  Meek  thought. 
Soon  Humble  came  to  the  morning 
table  with  the  typical  upper-middle- 
middle-class-suburban-social-oul- 
cast-breakfasl  of  microwaved  rice 
and  miso  soup.  Nice  and  nutritious. 
Humble  thought.  Looking  at  Meek's 
watch  for  the  time.  Humble  was 
glad  that  there  were  enough  duMau- 
rier  Extra  Lights  left.  Going  lo 
Shopper's  Drug  Mart  to  buy  ciga- 


isn't  money:  it's  patience. 

.  Hurrying  to  get  their  back- 
packs, and  taking  their  morning 
medication.  Meek  and  Humble  then 
walked  to  the  small  bus  slop.  Il  was 
like  an  outpost  on  a  suburban  fron- 
tier. Meek  called  il,  "wasteland 
suburbia",  but  Humble  didn't  mind. 
Humblejust  wished  there  were  more 
trees  and  grass  and  open  space  lo  see 
the  evening  sky,  the  setting  sun,  or 
billowing  clouds  and  stars. 

Standing  at  the  bus  slop. 
Meek  kept  thinking  about  Hobbes" 
Leviathan  versus  Rousseau  and 
Sade,  while  Humble  sat  quietly  on 
the  cold  concrete  bench  smoking. 
Smoking  and  thinking  about  last 
night's  movie  on  TV.  L'Af;e  d'Or. 
Even  though  Humble  knew  only  a 
little  French,  the  movie  still  burned 
in  Humble'smind:  Surrealism  could 
be  so  intense. 

Sometimes,  Humble  would 
iry  and  read  some  of  Meek's  books. 
Eiifieiiic  de  Franval,  Jusiinc.  A 
Cltukwork  Orange.  1984.  The 
Bcauiy  Myth,  and  Germaine  Greer, 
but  Humble  felt  they  were  loomuch. 


by  Raymond  Bellour 

Dear  Allison;  (The  names  have  been 
changed  lo  protect  the  innocent.) 

My  sister  has  told  me  thai 
you  would  like  to  hear  from  me 
prior  loourmarriage.  Doubtless  this 
is  unnecessary,  (oiher  mail  brides 
only  want  lo  know  numbers,  like 
how  old  is  he?  how  much  does  he 
make?  etc.).  but  1  am  susceptible  as 
any  to  the  whims  of  the  female. 
Hence  this  note.  I  have  tried  to  rea- 
son out  what  it  is  you  would  like  to 
know  about  mc  and  my  doings,  and 
have  come  up  with  this  list. 

1 .  Looks:  1  am  young,  just 
short  of  being  a  lall  man,  hairy  in  in- 
appropriate locations,  and  have  an 
incipient  pot  belly  that  is  the  subject 
of  every  new  year's  resolution  I 
have  ever  made.  I  lend  to  wear  mis- 
matched socks.  This  is  as  candid  as 
I've  ever  been  with  anybody,  so  1 
hope  you  appreciate  it. 

2,  Clothing:  I  wear  black, 
the  perennial  colour  for  faux  intel- 
lectuals ai  university., Then  I  punc- 
tuate it  with  colour,  always  iryinglo 
ensure  lhat  my  socks  and  underwear 
match.  My  sunglasses  and  belt 
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retles  always  made  Humble  uncom- 
fortable. It  seemed,  even  though 
Humble  was  almost  twenty,  that  the 
cashiers  would  either  ask  for  age 
and  LD.  or  sell  them  to  Humble  with 
a  dirty  look  in  their  eyes.  Meek 
often  saw  this  dirty  look  too,  when 
going  on  the  subway,  walking  back 
home,  or  from  ihe  people  lhat 
thought  that  Meek  was  mean.  Actu- 
ally, Meek  was  a  nice  person  inside. 
Unfortunately,  wearing  ajean  jacket 
and  soft  patched  jeans,  no  one  would 
accept  Meek.  This  made  Meek  sad. 
What  Meek  liked  todo  was.  to  listen 
lo  all  the  cool  lectures  in  class.  The 
talking  inspired  Meek.  It  made  Meek 
feel  really  hungry.  Hungry  for  more 
ideas. 

Humble  was  different.  Even 
though  Humble  knew  the  T-shiris 
and  torn  jeans  made  people  noi  like 
Humble,  they  were  Huniblc's  fa- 
vourite clothes.  To  be  strong  inside 
(and  sometimes  weak  loo),  that  was 
Humble.  Humble  always  knew  lo 
be  kind  to  other  people,  helping 
them  and  saying  thank  you.  It  was 
easy  for  Humble  lo  do.  but  Humble 
had  few  friends.  Movies,  literature 
and  photography.  They  were  what 
Humble  liked  most. 

Anyway,  Meek  and  Humble 
finished  their  breakfast  in  a  jiffy. 
They  didn't  want  to  miss  the  costly 
bus.  Their  Metropasses  were  ex- 
pensive enough.  "Time  is  money," 
was  what  people  sometimes  said  to 
Humble.  But  Meek  knew  ihai  lime 


Humble  preferred  Falling  Angels, 
Sea  and  Poison.  Slory  of  O.  and 
Anais  Nin. 

And  so,  the  classical  heart 
beat  inside  Meek's  chest,  from  lis- 
tening to  Mozart  and  Beethoven  to 
Prokofiev  and  Salie.  While  the 
romantic  one  churned  in  Humble's 
chest,  listening  to  the  Beatles  and 
everything  from  heavy  metal  to  rap. 
They  both  had  times  when  they  felt 
sad  or  happy .  They  both  could  bleed, 
and  see  the  scars  on  their  hands. 
They  both  had  hearts.  But  the  people 
on  the  bus.  the  subway,  and  at  school 
only  saw  them  as  nasty  or  mean.  If 
only  they  could  feel  what  ^^urh'bl^ 
saw  and  whal  Meek  read  —  like 
WinslonandJulta,  Ethel  and  Miguel. 
Suguro  and  Toda. 

After  riding  Ihe  bus  and 
getting  on  the  subway.  Meek  and 
Humble  looked  at  the  reflection  of 
(Ik  puvscngerN  in  the  big  window:  il 
w.is  LTii^dcd,  so  they  were  stand- 
ing, swjying  with  the  subway. 
Swaying  to  a  rhythm. 

Humble  thoughi  of  the  little 
mice  that  lived  under  the  subway 
tracks.  They  always  made  Humble 
laugh  inside.  Meek  often  liked  to 
point  them  out.  just  to  see  lhat  smile 
and  laughierin  Humble'seyes.They 
both  stared  at  Ihe  menagerie  of  other 
passengers. 

Meek  smiled,  and  Humble 
laughed  quietly.  Everywhere  else 
people  stared  with  empty  eyes  and 
broken  hearts,  as  the  subway  rolled 


believe  you  and  assume  you  have  no 
interest  in  what  they  want  to  talk 
about  (which  is  proliably  owl  pel- 
lets or  recent  developments  in  urol- 
ogy J.  or  they  will  not  believe  you.  If 
that  happens  you  lose  your acquain- 
tances and  become  a  loser,  a  geek, 
an  L7,  which  is  not  so  bad  because 
that  is  what  everyone  at  U  of  T  was 
inhighschool  anyway.  Some  people 
avoid  the  whole  hassle  and  just  siay 
geeks. 

After  four  years  at  the  Uni- 
versity. I  have  one  friend.  His  name 
is  Mole.  He  smokes  Marlboros, 
styles  his  hair  with  axle  grease,  and 
buttons  his  shirts  up  wrong.  He  also 
grew  up  in  Midland,  sister  town  of 
Penetang,  the  lunatic  capital  of 
Ontario.  You  lake  what  you  can  gel. 
Perhaps  ihis  description  is  cruel  and 
coldhearted,  but  that  just  shows  how 
well  I  have  adapted  lo  my  surround- 
ings. To  temper  justice  with  mercy, 
I  must  say  that  he  laughs  at  my 
jokes,  which  makes  him  absolutely 
indispensable. 

I  also  know  some  women, 
but  the  debate  still  rages  over 
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buckle  must  also  match.  As  for 
fabrics,  I  have  no  preference  .  The 
real  truth  of  the  matter  is  lhat  my 
mother  still  buys  my  cloihes  forme. 
This  is  not  because  I  can't,  but  be- 
cause I  never  seem  to  have  any 
money  left  when  it  comes  time  to 
buy  a  winter  coat  or  whatever. 
Usually  my  money  goes  elsewhere 
(see  below)  but  I  have  been  known 
10  spend  extravagant  sums  on  sun- 
glasses and  fooiwcar. 

3.School:I'msiillinil.The 
less  said  the  better. 

4.  Leisure:  My  acquain- 
tances and  I  spend  a  lot  of  lime  in 

'  intellectual  pursuits.  This  is  not 
because  we  want  to,  but  we  would 
shatter  our  self  image  as  semiotic 
disciples  if  we  were  to  say  what  we 
are  really  thinking,  namely.  "Natas- 
sia,  let's  not  see  A/y/^(jf/jn'sO;.s7/t'. 
I  wanna  see  Arnie  mash  the  nielal 
man  again."  Whatever  we  do.  we  sit 
in  cafds  for  hours  afterwards,  either 
dissecting  the  experience  in  clumsy 
polysyllables  or  sitting  quietly  in 
ourseals  with  an  airof  sophisticated 
ennui  to  mask  our  everyday  bore- 
dom. One  must  distinguish  oneself 
somehow. 

5.  Friends:  I  say  acquain- 
tances above  because  no  one  has 
friends  here.  Unless  ihey  had  ihem 
before  entering  the  university,  live 
in  residence,  where  the  possibilities 
are  somewhat  belter,  or  are  lying. 
Lying  about  friends  is  never  a  good 
idea.  Your  acquaintances  will  either 


whether  they  can  be  included  in  the 
friend  category  or  not.  (See  Cafe 
Ennui,  above.)  For  the  purposes  of 
this  letter,  I  will  put  them  under  a 
different  heading. 

6.  Women:  I  know  some. 
Really.  There  are  several  types  of 
women  at  the  university  and  in  my 
life.  In  no  particular  order,  they  are: 

A.  Relatives.  Thankfully 
this  number  is  limited.  With  Carrie 
out  in  Edmonton.  I  have  the  campus 
to  myself.  Having  Carricon  campus 
was  fun.  She  and  I  were  in  the  same 
class  our  first  year  here.  She  was 
pissed  when  I  got  a  higher  mark  than 
she  did.  We  haven't  had  a  class 
together  before  or  since. 

B.  Women  with  boyfriends. 
Every  desirable  woman  at  the  Uni- 
versity has  a  boyfriend.  This  is  no 
cause  for  alarm  unless  one  wants  a 
girlfriend  of  one's  own.  Then  one 
has  10  find  a  way  to  get  rid  of  ihe 
woman'sboyfriendlnr her.  The  fact 
lhat  the  boylricnd  is  usually  aboui 
thirty,  or  has  a  physique  like  a  la'c 
trunk  can  be  daunting.  On  ilie  other 
hand,  she  might  be  willing  n>  assist 
you  if  you  ever  mei  and  talked  lo  one 
another.  Engagement  is  a  disquiet- 
ing Irend,  happening  more  and  more 
often.  The  women  seem  enthusias- 
tic about  it.  but  they  just  depress 
everyone  else  when  ihey  bring  ii  up. 

C.  Women  with  girlfriends. 
This  is  another  popular  trend.  Some 
wonder  why  there  are  so  many 
homosexuals  (male  and  female)  in 


Toronto.  They  say  that  the  homo- 
sexuals all  gravitate  to  the  city  from 
everywhere  else,  or  that  the  city 
makes  people  homosexual.  It's  a 
variation  on  Ihe  old  naiure/nurture 
argument  thai  is  applied  to  so  many 
aspects  of  behaviour.  I  think  boih 
ideas  must  have  some  validity  or 
else  there  wouldn't  be  so  many  of 
them  around.  My  question  is.  why 
are  all  the  interesting  women  gay? 
My  other  question  is,  why  aren't 
they  bisexual  enough  to  play  all 
night  games  of  strip  Twister  with 
me  and  their  current  other?  Maybe 
we  could  have  some  herbal  ciga- 
rettes afterward.  Strawberry  lofuiti, 
even. 

D.  Women  with  neither 
girifriends  nor  boyfriends.  These 
women  are  not,  contrary  to  belief, 
the  dregs  of  the  beauty  barrel.  Nor 
are  they  the  dregs  of  the  intclleci 
barrel.  Perhaps  Ihey  can  best  be 
called  sensible,  but  Iheirdetachmeni 
can  also  be  linked  to  the  fact  thai 
they  were  wallfiower^i  in  high 
school.  (See  geeks,  above.)  Ttte  fact 
lhat  most  of  them  dress  like  ihey 
have  just  been  dragged  backwards 
through  the  hold  of  a  fishing  trawler 
may  also  have  something  todo  with 
it.  Maybe  living  in  residence  causes 
this  trawler  look,  i  have  about  as 
much  experience  wiih  ihe  one  as 
with  the  other. 

Please  don't  think  ihal  everything 
in  my  life  revolves  around  Ihe  oppo- 
site sex.  If  that  were  true,  I'd  have 
transferred  to  anoiherschool.  West- 
em,  say.  The  most  imponant  thing 
for  me  of  all  is  the  ne\i  one.  namely: 
7.  Work:  This  isn't  what- 
ever is  expected  of  me  in  school. 
This  also  isn't  what  is  expected  of 
me  at  my  mind  numbing  job.  It  is 
what  I  expect  of  myself.  To  make  a 
long  and  truly  boring  (to  everyone 
but  myself)  story  short,  I  am  work- 
ing on  three  feature  film  srtenplays, 
a  seriesof  faeces  carvings.  Iwodocu- 
mentary  videos,  and  one  travelogue 
that  is  at  leasl  half  true.  On  top  of 
that  I  am  taking  a  course  in  the 
preparationoffrenchcuisine  at  night. 
All  my  money  goes  lo  support  my 
work. 

To  sum  up.  when  I  am  not  in 
a  dark  movie  iheaire  or  drafty  lec- 
ture hall.  I  can  usually  be  found  in 
the  darkroom  or  in  front  of  a  com- 
puter terminal.  (I  am  also  area  vice 
president  for  the  league  of  slug  com- 
plexioned  people  of  Canada. 
Toronto  chapter.  As  with  all  other 
significant  lobby  organiziitions.  this 
is  our  head  office.  In  fact.  I'd  say 
Ihal  I'm  the  second  most  powerful 
person  in  Ihe  league.) 

This  is  all  I  can  think  of  lo 
mention  lo  you  al  the  moment. 
Looking  over  it,  it  seems  to  mc  Ihal 
it  gives  a  fairly  good  idea  of  my 
surroundings,  if  not  of  myself.  That 
will  come,  I'm  sure.  Besides,  if 
everything  did  fit  into  one  letter,  our 
married  life  would  include  an  inor- 
dinate amount  of  television.  By  the 
way,  it's  nice  to  know  that  you  don't 
want  lo  many  me  for  immigration 
purposes.  Hope  to  hear  from  you 
soon. 


Yours  everlaslingly. 

Raymond  Bellour 


RANDOM  THOUGHTS 


Rambling  Jerk  Off 


"On  shrines  of  Egypi  beat 
Suns  withoul  piiy.' 
-  Catullus 


Afler  ihe  guy  sal  down  he 
asked  me  for  a  cigareile  so  1  gave 
him  one.  1  was  al  the  comer  of 
Yonge  and  Queen  on  Ihe  steps  of  the 
CIBC  wailing  for  Ihe  bus.  Il  was 
three  a.m.,  or  ten  a.m.  Cairo  lime. 
The  guy  palled  me  on  the  shoulder 
and  said  God  bless  you. 

"My  brudder's  buill  like  a 
ragin'  bull."  he  said. 

"How  so?"  I  asked. 

"He  works  out  every  day. 
My  bnidder's  built  like  a  fuckin' 
ragin'  bull." 

I  sal  and  listened  to  him 
babble  for  about  ten  minuies.  He 
described,  in  pedantic  detail,  every 
sort  of  exercise  his  brother  per- 
formed during  his  daily  workouts. 
When  he  got  to  "exercising  his  love 
muscle,"  I  decided  to  change  the 
subject. 

"These  Zippo  lighters,"  I 
said,  playing  with  mine,  "are  like 
Volkswagens  aren'l  they?" 

"Huh?  My  brudder's  buill 
like  a..." 

"Yeah,  bui  ihese  Zippos, 
you  see,  last  forever.  Do  you  com- 
prehend thai?  You  have  to  change 
the  flint  every  few  months  and  refill 
Ihc  damn  thing  every  day,  bui  it'll 
last  forever,  know  whal  I  mean?  Jusi 
like  an  old  Volks,  ya  know?  These 
lighters,  1  lell  you... 

"Dey're  built  like  a  fuckin' 
Ragin'  Bull!"  he  exclaimed,  a  wide 
smile  of  comprehension  blooming 
on  his  skinny,  zii-infested  face. 

"That's  righll  Yeah!  Put  "er 
there!"  1  said,  and  wc  were  buddies 
for  life  until  the  bus  arrived.  He 
asked  me  for  fare,  but  1  didn't  have 
enough  so  I  left  him  there.  1  gave 
him  another  cigarette,  got  on  Ihe  bus 
and  headed  north, 

I  sal  near  the  front.  Icouldn'l 
help  but  overhear  Ihe  driver  speak- 
ing to  an  overnight  security  guard. 

"D'ya  ever  carry  a 
weapon?"  asked  the  driver,  ahini  of 
bloodlust  in  his  eyes. 

"No,  not  anymore.  I  could 
never  shoot  anyone,  not  even  Char- 
lie Manson.  This  cop  I  knew  shot  a 
bank  robber.  After  he  filed  his  re- 
port he  went  down  to  a  subway 
station  ard  walked  down  the  tracks 
till  Ihe  train  came." 

The  driver  seemed  fasci- 
nalod  by  ihis  slory.  He  began  talking 
aboul  his  lime  as  a  subway  driver 
and  the  gory  suicides  he  had  wit- 
nessed. 1  pulled  Ihe  "Stop  Request" 
cord. 

Coffee,  I  needed  coffee.  I 
walked  to  1001  Bay  and  entered  the 
doughnut  store.  I  ordered  a  large 
black  coffee  to  stay.  I  sat  by  the 
Coffee  Time  neon  sign  and  lit  a 
cigareile,  A  pizza  boy  from  The  Big 
Slice  walked  into  100! 's  lobby. 
Sisyphus  used  to  live  there  in  suite 
2313.  He's  on  a  one  year  sabbatical 
from  U  of  T  this  year.  No  more 
drinking  till  dawn  listening  to  Le- 
onard Cohen  and  skipping  lulorials. 
Too  bad , 

1  started  thinking  about  my 
ex-girlfricndagain.Ah,shit.Ihateit 
when  1  do  this,  1  sat  there  and  got  de- 
pressed for  a  few  moments  until  I 
noticed  a  cockroach  on  my  table,  I 
crushed  the  disease-ridden  insect 
wilh  my  clenched  fist,  feeling  a  sat- 
isfying crunch  and  crackle  under 
my  hand  as  the  liille  vennin  breathed 
ils  last. 

1  cheered  up  a  tad.  I  sipped 
my  coffee  and  stared  out  ihe  win- 


dow, grinning. 

This  is  much  too  civilized.  I 
thought.  Nothing  is  open  now  ex- 
cept coffee  shops  and  pizza  joints. 
Since  I  usually  sleep  all  day  before 
my  night  shift,  1  end  up  wide  awake 
on  my  nighls  off.  What  I  needed  at 
this  point  was  a  second  hand  book 
shop,  the  kind  with  literature.  Har- 
lequins and  back  issues  of  Life  at 
Ihe  front  of  Ihe  store  and  hard  core 
pornography  at  the  back. 

My  friend  Conrad  told  me  a 
funny  story  about  one  of  these  shops. 
He  was  looking  at  the  literature 
section  near  the  cashier  when  some 
pneumatic  geek  went  up  to  the  desk 
and  said.  "Excuse  me.  I'm  looking 
for  a  magazine  and  like  can't  find  it 
anywhere... 

The  cashier  said.  "Whal 
magazine?" 

"Beaver,"  said  the  geek, 
"i'm  looking  for  old  back  issues." 

Thecashier  replied  in  a  snide 
voice,  "No.  we  don't  stock. ..Beaver 
magazine." 

"Shit,  I  can't  them  any- 
where. I'm  trying  to  complete  my 
collection." 

The  cashier  replied  in  a 
knowledgeable  voice,  "You'll  have 
to  go  to  the  Slates  to  find  that  one." 

Well,  I  found  that  funny.  I 
can  understand  someone  looking  for 
back  issues  of  Playboy  or  Pent- 
house (many  are  collector's  items 
because  of  the  articles  and  inter- 
views, not  just  the  centerfolds),  but 
Beaver  magazine?  Why  not  collect 
old  issues  of  Boobic  orClil  maga- 
zine from  '68?  How  about  Blue  Boy 
magazine  from  1905  featuring  pre- 
viously unpublished  pholos  of  Os- 
car Wilde?  Or  The  Transvestite 
Times  from  1885?  Docs  no  one 
colieci  stamps  anymore? 

Conrad  mentioned  as  a  post- 
script to  this  siory  that  the  fellow 
should  get  a  subscription  to  some 
medical  journals. 

"Yeah.fuUpagecolourpho- 
los  of  foot  diseases  and  corns.  Let- 
ters to  the  editor  describing  open 
heart  surgery  in  lurid  detail.  Editori- 
als about  new  venereal  diseases  and 
two  page  spreads  of  advanced  her- 
pes. He'd  be  on  his  knees  for  days, 
cranking  away  in  his  filthy,  semen 
crusted  apartment.  There  must  be  a 
good,  perverted  consumer  ba.se  for 
such  publications,  know  what  1 
mean?" 

"Definitely.  1  mean,  you  can 
find  specialized  pom  mags  forevery 
erogenous  zone  on  the  female  body. 
Why  noi  get  reallykinky?  How  about 
Elbow  Monihly  or  Armpit  Maga- 
zine ?" 

"Yeah,  or  let's  nol  be  spe- 
cies-specific and  publish  something 
like  Limp  Chimp  or  Mondo  Iguana. 
There  must  be  an  audience  out  there. 
One  could  make  a  fortune  peddling 
TheHippoSphinclerTimcs  or  some 
such  rag.  The  editorials  would  be 
priceless,  I  tell  you.  priceless!  ' 

And  so  on. 

The  last  book  I  picked  up  in 
one  of  those  Yonge- Wellcslcy  shops 
was  Fools  Die  by  Mario  Puzo,  a 
great  novel.  Gore  Vidal  is  still  King 
when  it  comes  to  current  American 
writers,  but  Puzo  is  a  close  second, 
even  if  his  prose  style  is  noi  as  sat- 
isfying as  Vidal's.  Puzo  lives  a 
charmed  lite, 

I'm  surprised  that  he  wasn't 
knocked  off  by  some  mafia  goon 
after  Godfather  3  .  You  better  be- 


lieve that  those  nice  Catholic  cardi- 
nals have  mafia  contacts  that  could 
do  a  clean  hit  for  them.  That  film  re- 
opened quile  a  few  old  wounds  in 
the  upper  echelons  of  Ihe  inner 
sanctumsof  Vatican  City.  Hey,  why 
not  bump  off  a  Pope  if  you  don't  like 
him?  It  worked  in  the  Middle  Ages 
didn't  it? 

Why  not  light  anotherciga- 
reiie?  Indeed.  I  did,  and  finished  my 
coffee. 

I  walked  up  Bay  street,  en- 
tered Mr.  Video  and  played  wilh  the 
Pic-A-Flic  machine  for  a  minute 
and  left.  I  walked  south  on  Bay  and 
madearight.  I  walked  past  St.  Mike's 
and  thought  of  my  first  year  when  I 
lived  at  Elmsley  Hall.  A  good  year, 
really.  1  sat  down  on  the  steps  at  Old 
Vic  and  lit  another  cigarette. 

Oh  no.  I  thought,  I'm  think- 
ing about  my  ex  again.  This  sort  of 
painful  retrospection  always  hap- 
pens after  midnight.  I  puffed  vehe- 
mently on  my  smoke  and  my  eyes 
wandered  around  Vic,  trying  to  focus 
on  something  distracting,  1  saw  a 
squirtel  run  up  a  tree. 

Shit.  I  thought.  I  can't  wait 
till  September.  This  place  is  already 
filled  with  ghosts.  I  want  this  place 
to  be  ihoroughly  haunted  before  I 
leave.  Then  maybe  I'll  go  to  Cairo 
or  something.  Or  Paris.  Or  Mexico. 
Or  Big  Tuna,  Texas.  What  the  hell 
am  I  going  to  do? 

Fuck,  it's  four  a.m.,  or 
eleven  a.m.  Cairo  time.  1  walked 
back  lo  Yonge  and  Wellesley,  said 
hi  to  the  concierge  in  the  lobby  and 
ascended  thirty  floors  to  the  top  of 
the  building.  The  24th  Hoor  has  a 
balcony  that  they  lock  after  eleven, 
but  the  roof  is  open  twenty  four 
hours  a  day,  due  to  the  abscence  of 
a  lock  on  the  door. 

The  roof  is  a  well-kept  se- 
cret. Nobody  knows  about  il.  TTie 
guy  who  fixed  the  blinds  in  my 
room  (1  pulled  them  off  the  ceiling 
in  a  drunken  rage  one  morning)  lold 
me  about  it.  The  view  is  magnifi- 
cent, the  whole  city  is  one  huge 
electrical  board  from  east  to  west,  I 
sal  on  an  airduct  and  looked  south- 
west towards  the  lake.  My  eyes  wan- 
dered north  to  U  of  T,  which  is 
partially  hidden  by  Sullon  Place.  It 
looked  so  goddamn  insignificant,  a 
back  hole  in  the  middle  of  all  those 
white  and  orange  lights. 

I  stayed  there  for  an  hour  or 
so  taking  in  the  city  lights  and  think- 
ing about  trivial  things,  like  how  I 
was  going  lo  afford  putting  my 
Vespa  on  the  road  and  how  many 
Iraqis  it  takes  lo  screw  in  a  light  bulb 
(I  don't  know  either).  The  sky  was 
becoming  slightly  blue  on  the  hori- 
zon. I  took  the  elevator  lo  my  room 
on  the  seventeenth  fioor. 

My  roommate  was  asleep.  I 
snuck  into  my  room,  removed  my 
brown  leather  jacket  and  walked 
over  to  my  stereo.  1  put  on  Vangelis' 
new  album,  pulled  the  blinds  open 
and  stared  ea.si  towards  Coxwell, 
Montreal  and  the  Nile. 

Then!  wrote  this.  The  sun  is 
coming  up,  Roman  Polanski  is 
buying  his  morning  papers  down- 
town and  someone  is  burning  in  the 
afternoon  sun  somewhere  near  the 
Sphmx.  Goodnight.  V.R. 

Time  for  bed. 

{My  friend  Jimbro  has  just 
informed  me  that  this  article  is  one 
long,  rambling  jerk  off  that  is  of  no 
interest  lo  anyone  but  myself.  Oh.) 


Innis  Bursaries 

Bursaries  are  grants  which 
you  arc  not  required  to  repay.  They 
are  designed  lo  assist  sludenls  of 
Innis  College  who  have  explored  al! 
olheravenues  of  financial  assistance 
(e.g.  work,  family  support.  OSAP) 
and  still  have  financial  need.  Bur- 
saries should  be  seen  as  a  source  of 
help  in  covering  MODEST,  and 
often  UNEXPECTED  shortfalls  of 
income  over  expenses  rather  than  as 
a  principal  source  of  revenue.  TTie 
primary  source  of  income  for  stu- 
dents MUST  be  their  own  earnings, 
family  contributions  and  whatever 
aid  they  are  entitled  to  through  the 
OntarioStudent  Assistance  Program 
(OSAP)  or  Ihe  aid  programs  of  the 
other  provinces  or  territories.  If  this 
bursary  applies  to  you  and  you  are 
interested  please  complete  an  appli- 
cation and  see  Adelc  Arnold  in  the 
Registrar's  Office. 


The  Marionette 

by  ASH 

I  can  give  no  answers 
to  alleviate  your  confusion 
I  am  playing  Ihe  role  for  you 
seductress  puritan 
lover  listener 
my  wrists  erupt  with  blood 
where  you  have  driven  strings  in 
will]  nails 

t  hang  fomi  your  fingers 
dancing 


RANDOM  THOUGHTS 


What's  My  Name? 


What's  in  a  Name? 


Ash 

My  name  is  Angela  Auchie 
Caunce,  a  newcomer  lo  Innis  and  a 
newcomer  to  ihe  Herald.  I  would 
jusl  like  to  mention  at  this  point  that 
this  article  is  entirely  about  myself, 
as  1  feel  that  if !  am  to  write  opinion 
articles,  you  readers  must  first  know 
a  little  about  me.  This  article  does 
have  a  theme  (1  won't  say  a  point)  so 
don't  stopreading  because  I've  given 
you  the  impression  that  it  is  going  lo 
begin  with"lt  all  started  way  back  in 
1971..."  You  can  see  if  you  look 
back  at  the  top  of  the  article  it  does 
not  start  that  way  at  all.  This  opin- 
ion/introduction piece  is  about  nick- 
names, but  mostly  how  they  pertain 
to  myself... 

To  begin,  let  us  first  clarify 
my  given  name(the  name  received 
at  birth  to  which  I  had  no  opportu- 
nity lo  complain  about).  I  usually  go 
by  "Angie",  throwing  a  little 
tenderness  into  a  long  three  sylable 
name.  My  middle.  Auchie.  (I  repeat 
so  this  time  you  do  not  have  to  look 
back)  is  not  pronounced  like  Edith 
Bunker  pronounces  "Archie"  in  All 
In  the  Family.  To  spell  it  phoneti- 
cally is  difficult  but  the  closest  ren- 
dition would  be  "awhee",  except  to 
say  it  correctly  you  have  to  have  a 
lot  of  spit  in  the  back  of  your  throat. 
The  "Caunce"  is  simply  pronounced 
as  in  Genghis  Khan  but  with  some 
s'son  the  end.  I  go  through  this  just 
in  case  the  general  populace  insists 
on  using  my  real  name  so  they  can  at 
least  know  what  it  is  and  how  to  say 
it. 

With  that  out  of  the  way. 
may  1  just  mention  that  in  my  first 
few  days  at  Innis.  I  was  shocked  lo 
realize  that  everyone  seemed  to  have 
a  nickname.  I  was  shocked  still  fur- 
ther lo  realize  that  there  was  not  one. 
but  tnany  Angela's  at  this  college. 
Coming  from  a  small  alternative 
school  in  Scarborough,  this  was  a 
new  siiualion  for  me.  The  "which 
one?"  syndrome  has  never  graced 
my  name  wiih  its  presence  before. 
Besides,  truth  be  known,  jusl  be- 
iween  us,  1  have  always  wanted  a 
nickname. 

How  does  one  acquire  a 
nickname?  I  have  learned  that  it  is  a 
tricky  business  as  it  is  very  difficult 
to  nickname  yourself  and  to  make  it 
hold.  The  task  is  one  that  you  cannol 
perform  yourself  and  so  the  fate  of 
what  you  answer  to  is  thrown  into 
the  hands  of  any  peahead  (bad)  or 
genius  (good)  who  decides  to  make 
the  job  his/her  own.  For  example,  I 
went  through  a  couple  of  years  in 
high  school  being  called  "Ang- 
ieman",  because  of  some  assholic 
cretin  at  my  school  who  insisted  on 
slicking  in  the  irritating  word  wher- 
ever it  would  fit.  e.g.  "Angie.  man. 
when  are  we  going?",  and  thus  the 
name  was  founded. 

This  time  I  got  lucky.  All 
genius  (as  opposed  to  ihe  former 
peahead)  credil  goes  to  Glen  when 
he  decided  to  call  me  "Ash".  With 
nicknames  floating  around  like 
"Roach".  "Scooler".  "Sparky",  and 
ihe  almost  too  cool  "Blitz",  how 
was  I  ever  to  find  a  name  lhat  differ- 
entiated me  from  Ihe  plethora  of 
other  Angela's?  1  thought  of  just 
sticking  to"Angie"  in  hopes  thai  ihe 
others  went  by  "Angela"  or  "Ang  " 
but  evn  "Angie"  grows  tire^iome 
because  ihcre  isaK\'ii>  ^  ili.n  hik-  juy 
whoinsistsupon-^civii.ului^'  iik'  « iili 
his  besi  Mick  JiiyL:i-r  )iii|n.TMin.i- 
lion.  To  ihc  college' s  ^  a-dii.  ihis  has 
noi  happened  Ihus  laraud  so  I  sup- 
pose the  poini  is  moot,  bui  Ihen  I 
must  consider  the  validity  of  my 
other  points  and  1  must  wonder  if 


there  really  is  a  point  at  all.  But  I 
digress. 

The  main  problem  is  that  I 
like  change  and.  dammit,  twenty 
years  is  just  too  long  to  have  the 
same  name.  Upon  first  coming  to 
Innis,  I  contemplated  saying  a  dif- 
ferent name  to  every  new  person  I 
met,  jusl  to  throw  a  little  spice  into 
my  mundane  existence.  I  realized, 
however,  that  this  would  only  cause 
mass  confusion  and  no  one  would 
ever  know  who  the  hell  I  was. 

The  only  setback  once  the 
nickname  was  given  was  that  people 
started  calling  me  "Ashley"  (Ack!), 
so  that  was  when  I  brought  it  back  to 
its  original  intensions  by  extending 
it  to  "Ashes".  I  find  the  name  fitting 
as  I  am  a  smoker.  I  have  been  for 
quite  a  while.  Sometimes  I  am  a 
joker  but  Ihe  rest  of  the  song  does 
not  apply  so  let  us  just  leave  it  al 
thai.  I  also  find  it  fitting  as  I  am  not 
afraid  to  sink  my  hands  into  the 
decaying  muck  of  our  smoldering 
society.  On  the  pretensious  scale.  I 
rate  that  a  nine. 

So  hello,  good  to  know  you. 
Thank-you  for  spending  your  valu- 
able time  reading  this.  If  you  want  to 
know  who  I  am,  jusl  ask  for  "Ash" 
and  look  for  the  giri  with  the  dyed 
shoulder-length  red  hair.  I  wearonly 
black  so  I'm  easy  lo  spot  in  a  light 
crowd. 


Amber  Golem 

Well,  those  university  days 
are  here  again.  This  year  (especially 
in  the  first  few  months)  you'll  be 
meeting  literally  hundreds  of  new 
faces  and  learning  hundreds  of  new 
names.  Romeo  once  mused  that  "a 
rose  by  any  other  name  would  smell 
as  sweet"  —  and  you  can  bet  that 
anyone  you  meet  named  Rose  has 
had  that  line  quoted  to  her  a  thou- 
sand times. 

You  see,  i  have  a  beef.  In 
case  you  didn't  read  the  byline,  my 
name  is  Amber.  As  in  the  colour.  As 
in  the  jewel.  As  in  the  beer.  As  in  the 
street  light,  the  pom  star  Amber 
Lynn,  and  the  famous  novel  Forever 
Amber.  Trust  me,  after  two  decades 
of  living  with  this  name,  I've  heard 
them  all —  and  I'm  sick  of  it. 

Don't  get  me  wrong.  I  love 
the  name  Amber.  (After  all  1  could 
have  been  a  Jennifer),  and  I'm  flat- 
tered when  people  tell  me  I  have  a 
beautiful  name  (not  that  I  take  any 
credit  for  it,  but  I  periodically  pass 
along  the  compliment  to  my  par- 
ents). I  just  can't  lolerate  any  more 
goofy  comments  about  it.  I  spent 
my  summer  working  at  a  job  that 
required  me  lo  wear  a  name  tag. 
There  was  at  least  three  comments  I 
was  guaranteed  to  hear  daily: 

1.  "Thanks  Amber — you're 
such  ajewel."  (snicker,  snort.) 

2.  "Oh  Amber,  I  had  one  of 
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Saturday.  October  19  7:30pm 

CINSSU  Presents 
The  Films  of  Alum  Resnais 
2  free  films  feamring  : 

Hiroshima  Mon  Amour  (1959) 
direclor  Alain  Resnais 

Lasi  Year  ai  Mariimbad  (196!) 
direclor  Alain  Resnais 

Saturday,  October  19  7:30pm 
ciNSSU  Presenis 
2  free  films  featuring  : 


Tlie  Gospel  According  lo  St.  Matthew  (1964) 
direclor  Pier  Paolo  Pasolini 
&T.B.A. 
All  films  are  held  al  2  Sussex  Ave. 


you  at  the  bar  the  other  night." 
(nudge,  nudge.) 

3."Isyour!aslname'Lynn'. 
by  any  chance?"  (nudge,  nudge, 
wink,  wink.) 

Exagerrating?  I  wish.  The 
fact  is  that  most  people  with  exotic 
oreven  remotely  unusual  names  are 
subjected  lo  a  barrage  of  jokes,  com- 
ments, or  "witty"  remarks  for  their 
whole  lives.  My  old  boyfriend's 
name  is  Bernard,  and  yes,  he's  heard 
every  faithful  dog  joke  in  the  worid. 
My  highschool  best  friend  was 
named  Morag,  and  she's  been  called 
"more  eggs"  (among  other  things) 
for  as  long  as  I've  known  her.  Or 
how  about  my  friends  Heidi  (like 
the  girl  with  braids  in  the  Swiss 
Alps),  Robyn,  (like  the  bird),  or 
Hayley,  (like  the  comet). 

And  it  gels  worse.  Some 
people — like  me — arealsoblessed 
with  a  weird  la.si  name.  In  my  case, 
it's  Golem  —  like  theGollum  in  the 
Tolkien  books,  like  the  gargoyle, 
likethecreature  in  Yiddish  folklore. 
I  have  a  friend  whose  last  name  is 
Eastwood,  and  of  course  his  friends 


call  him  Clint.  Another  friend  has 
the  last  name  of  Carey  —  and  if  you 
think  Master  Bates  is  funny,  try 
living  with  Miss  Carey  fora  weekor 
two.  Some  of  my  other  friends  have 
lo  live  with  Watson  (as  in  elemen- 
tary, my  dear),  Macdonald  (as  in  no 
relation  lo  Ronald),  or  Hussein  (as 
in  Saddam). 

Maybe  if  you're  a  Dave 
Smith  or  a  Lisa  Chan  and  you're 
reading  this  article  you  don't  care. 
You  don'i  ihink  it's  such  a  big  deal. 
But  for  all  of  you  out  there  who  have 
names  like  mine  and  wish  you  could 
sometimes  just  tell  people  to  shut 
up,  I'm  doing  it  for  you.  I'll  say  it  in 
a  nicer  way,  however,  follow 
Thumper's  advice,  if  you  can't  say 
something  nice  don't  say  anything 
at  all.  For  the  majority,  we  didn'i 
choose  our  names  —  they  were 
chosen  for  us  by  well  intenlioned 
but  often  short-sighted  parents. 
When  that  winy  comment  is  on  the 
tip  of  your  tongue,  swallow  hard, 
count  to  ten,  and  remember  one 
thing:  I've  hearxl  it  before.  It  was 
only  funny  the  firsl  lime. 


COLLEGE  STUFF 


CINSSU 
Update 


The  Cinema  Studies  Stu- 
dents" Union  (CINSSU)  was  first 
formed  in  l989toaddressihe grow- 
ing academic  and  social  needs  of 
cinema  students.  Today,  the  objec- 
tives of  the  INSSU  have  remained 
unchanged,  as  we  continue  to  or- 
ganize social  events  that  refiect  the 
aesthetic  nature  of  film,  as  well  as 
counsel  students  on  any  academic 
concerns  they  may  have.  This  year, 
bodi  the  selection  of  a  new  execu- 
tive and  the  increase  in  funding  from 
outside  organizations,  bring  the 
promises  of  new  ideas  that  will 
enhance  the  experience  of  film  stu- 
dents alike.  We  encourage  any  stu- 
dents interested  in  film  lo  become 
involved  in  all  aspects  of  ihc  union. 
TheofficeoftheClNSSU  is  located 
in  room  307  al  Innis  College,  with  a 
schedule  of  office  hours  posted  on 
the  door.  Our  phone  number,  which 
we  share  with  Amnesty  Intema- 
lional.  is  978-7434. 

As  there  were  many  intan- 
gibles involved  with  our  social 
events,  we  can  only  reveal  the  de- 
tails of  Ihe  next  upcoming  event  ai 
Ihis  lime.  Details  of  our  other  social 
functions  will  be  announced  at  a 
fiiture  date. 
Nexi  Events: 


Innis  College 
Student  Society 


Update 


By  the  lime  you  read  this 
College  Council  elections  wilt  have 
been  held,  classes  are  really  under 
way  and  orientation  seems  like  years 
ago.  Never  fear,  ihe  ICSS  has  been 
bust  planning  and  coming  up  wiih 
ways  to  help  you  procrastinate  your 
studying.  Ifwchave  not  found  some 
way  to  distract  you  from  you.  then 
come  and  help  us.  We  need  your 
ideas  lo  come  up  with  new  and  inter- 
esting aciiviiies.  ( How  about  a  bridge 
round  robin?) 

The  whole  ICSS  meets 
every  four  weeks.  The  next  ICSS 
meeting  will  be  on  October  10.  This 
will  not  be  a  usual  meeting  as  the 
budget  will  be  die  main  item  on  the 
agenda.  This  will  be  a  more  impor- 
tant meeting  than  you  may  realize  as 
it  is  your  sludent  fees  we  will  be 
discussing.  We  will  be  dividing  up 
the  funds  into  clubs,  sports,  social 
events,  farm  trips,  the  film  society, 
the  Innis  Herald  and  much  more. 


Sports  Highlights 

Athletics  at  Innis  have  al 
ways  been  successful.  This  year  is 
no  exception.  Our  Ultimate  Frisbec 
team  made  it  into  the  finals  on  Sep- 
tember 21.  After  a  gruelling  day 
againsi  all  ot  the  oiher  colleges  and 
f.KLiliies.  our  Ictrless  frisbee  throw 
er>  made  n  to  llie  finals.  Ourdefeal 
came  in  Ihe  final  moments  against  a 
much  seasoned  UC  learn.  Wait  lill 
we  meet  up  with  them  in  Flag  Foot- 
ball!! 

Football..,  who  cares  about 
Fooiball?  Well,  Ihe  nerve  of  the 
Varsity  Blues  lo  hdid  a  i;anic  on  the 
same  infill  as  ilie  Iniiis/Mcds  Rugby 
match  againsi  SMC,  Obviously  the 
pressure  of  gelling  lothc  Blues  game 
was  loo  much  for  our  boys  in  the 
SCRUM...  yes,  we  did  lose  lo  SMC, 
but  at  least  we  gave  it  a  good  Iry,.. 


INNIS  FILM  WINTER  1991  —    inn  of  icy  elitisms 


TINDERBOX 

Club 

uoft's  showcase  of  alternative  and  folk  music 
arbor  room  -  9:00  pm  -  no  cover 


SHADOWY  MEN  ON  A  SHADOWY  PLANET 

I0.9.l,7  ...  Wuu!  -  H)biiil  Ml  ud  Wi  tauic  f ion  itv  oibct  liit  of  IhcpliacL 

SKAFACE 

lib  ihii  hill  I  mcmbn  UAd  (faniiD]  oe  CFNy-i 


Sepl  12 
Sepi  19 

Sept  26 
Oct  3  ■ 

Oct  10 

Oct  17 

Oct  24 

Nov  7  PURE 

Tbc  IduI  hi 
[hp=ht  Mo 

Nov  H  T-B.A. 

Nov  21      HARBORD  TRIO 

Nov  28      OPEN  STAGE  -  THEMe't.B.A. 


OPEN  STAGE  -  FOLK  &  POETRY 
MERYN  CADELL 

TlKTLodntei  Oub  II  pioodl  la  prcKcoi  Mtrya  Ci^ll.  Cum 
TOtf  ban]  Use  iwuler  taoil 

COURAGE  OF  LASSIE 

Ok  ot  T.O.-i  bcu  baodi  -  CO  L.  tipl™  *=  myn 

PARADE 


loyal,  bippdl  followiai 


K  Enccny  mccu  Mmitin 


(«plembcjlojunr)miiy  CfneCyCle'  517  Spsdini  Avenue  (cnlt(  fnjin  *lley  »u  ol 
he  punhised  lorS35,  Spadiru.  louih  of  Bjldwin) 

subKiipiiomdo  (W(  include 

DO  loicreininj*  fllb  John  SpOtlon  theatre:  NiwoniJ  Film  Bond,  ISO  John 
01  Ihinfbjohn  SiittUil  Rkiimond.  one  ilrtel  wu*  of  Ouem) 

ago  lackman  hall:  An  Gallery  of  Onlano.3l7D«ndtiSliee1 
Wc«  lento  fmm  McCiul  Sirrci  dooM 


Election  Results 

The  following  people  have  been  cictttd 
to  Innis  College  Council; 
Carrie  Craig 
Angela  Dorris 
Manavi  Handa 
Philip  Howard 
Trea  MacPherson 
Andrew  Melim 
George  Ojambo 
Jennifer  Reid 
Joey  Schwartz 
Alex  Thomson 

Jean  Vesik 
Holman  Wang 
Jack  Wang  


0 

|Cruza  de 


I.  U  occurs  in  nost  booths 

9,  One  ought  not  to  wear  it  "ith  stripes 

12.  It  keeps  doHo  the  pouods  but  ItilU  your  brain  ceils 

IS.  Creat  take 

IB,  Half  the  width  ot  an  en 

19.  Great  golfer's  eonogran 

20.  See  13  doMo 

21.  SurrouadE  the  pupil 

22.  Turner's  best  friend 

lit.  The  princess  that  looks  like  a  horse 

25.  See  U  down 

26.  Gabriel  LP 

27.  Ifhat  you  eat  in  Tiajuana,  according  to  Ball  of  Voodoo 

29.  The  other  half  of  Rehab  Keds  (with  9  dotio) 

30.  Khere  eosl  war  newc  cones  fror 

31 .  Conpass  direction 

32.  Where  the  Etars  ski 

35.  Later 

37.  Before  a  canter 

36,  Fart  of  a  sailboat  that  cones  about 
4D.  CarU'e  dead  hueband 

AS.  UofT  president 

U.  Where  you  cose  to  froii  the  cold 

4J .  A  neal  at  Tif fanj's 

49.  Our«  is  red  and  tibite 

50.  Anger 

52.  AgreeaeDt  in  Glasgow 

53.  Eat  Chen  hot  and  gone;  with  nilk  poured  on  top  in  the 
noraing 

55.  Strategy 

56.  Candiotti  got  one  in  the  foot  the  other  day 
ST.  Pioanciallj  challenged 

S9.  Where  the  antelope  play 

66.  What  Pat  Albert  fed  his  horse  three  of 

67.  Fred  HcCriff's  is  125 

6B.  She  said,  'I'll  get  you,  oj  pretty'" 

72.  Where  Cathy  and  Heathdiffe  live 

73.  Type  of  kl  down 

75.  Charlotte's  Web's  White 

76.  What  it  is  when  the  noon  hits  your  eje  like  a  big  pin 
pie 

77.  Iron  lady's  Bonogran 

78.  Sphere 
BO.  Fith  dish 
82.  Coostrictor 
B<i.  Religion 

BS.  Popeye't  babe 

6B.  Hyslerious  short  beloE 

91 .  Terninates 

93,  What  you  pay  into  every  nooth  but  feel  too  guilty  to 
collect  for  yourself 


94.  Cassidy,  to  pals 

95.  Peter  Parker's  claio  to  fane 

96.  Toon's  tiooogran 

97.  Recruiting  Officer 

9S,  Tour  anus  phonetical Ij? 
100,  On  Barthes'  bath  towels 
102.  Short  and   

104.  Bnploy 

105.  tlork 

1D9>  The  notioD  of  sei 

10},  The  study  of  flow  acid  defornatioD 


HhaC  the  student  corputers  are  at  looie 

Seiy  Jays'  outfielder 

Bi 

Charlie,  for  exanple 
Hortieia's  cousin 

"   you  glad  I  didn't  say  banana? 

Weak  chirp 


9.  Half  of  Rehab  "Beds  (with  29  across) 

10.  A.l.D.S  is  one;  O.B.I. F  another 

11.  "Doo't        oe,  ran!'  (hip  hop  talk) 

13.  With  14  down,  20  across  and  2S  across  jrou  could  have  a 
jutny  high  cholesterol  breakfast 

14.  See  13  down 

16,  Ranjet 

17.  Debt 

21,  Eithsr  il  is  or  it   

23.  UN  is  the  answer 

2B.  Hhere  Dflan  (froo  BH  90210)  went  on  a  recent  episode 
30.  It's  in  Poniie's  back  pocket 

33.  Volleyball  play 

34.  What  00  oeaos 

35.  The  tioc  of  day  it  probably  is  if  you  have  no  shado-  and 
rou're  standing  on'the  equator 

36.  Pake  O.J. 
39.  This  _  that 

41.  One  angel  you  wouldn't  want  to  reel  in  a  dark  alley 

42.  The  tine  between  sunrise  and  sunset 

43.  Pcmale  Jait  singer's  nonogran 

44.  What  to  do  at  the  beginning 
U.  Jelhro  lull's  flutist 

47.  la  Holsoo's  ts  la  better  one 

48.  In  a  few  days  or  in  a  few  nooths 

49.  Author  O'Connor  for  short 
SI.  Inpersonator's  nonogran 
54 ,  Princess  of  Power 

57.  Wile  E.'s  drug  addict  brother 
SB.  Big  Moose's  tean  nunber 
60.  EicianatioD  _ 

6t.  Precedes         .'tppa  pi  baby's  got  the  diarrhoea 

6l'.  Acinous  e.iltudes  that  Anericans  rake  you  take  if  you  want 
to  attend  their  universities 

y. .          and  flow 

Sj .  Tioy  guj 

One  who  nasturbates  .     .  j 

69.  Where  you  are  (unless  you've  gone  away  for  the  weekend  and 
taken  this  paper  "ith  you) 

70.  Without  refinenenl 

71.  What  a  date  with  Brian  Linehao  would  be 
74 .  Can  in  Australia 

79.  Like  a  dragon  or  Tonawanda 

81.  Ancient  region  of  Eastern  Europe 

82,  exist 

B3.  "B-I-B-,-." 

64,  What  the  Ego  looks  after 

85.  Keats  wrote  sonc 

86.  Pour  to  Julius 

B7.  On  the    (about  m) 

89.  Kagic  and  Michael's  gig 

90.  A  Hs.  naybe 

92.  laura  or  Toronto  o 

98.  Snatchcr's  crib 

99.  Kook 

101.  Half  o£  Yogi's  buddy 
103.  Beclare 
106.  71  down's  nonogran 


A  A  AAA  AAA  AA  A  A  A  A  A/X/VSZ 


